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FROM GENEVA TO CHAMOUNY. 

Ir there is in all the world as lovely 
a day’s ride as that 
Chamouny, it must be the ride from 
Chamouny to 


from Geneva to 
Geneva. Lynde would 
not have made even this concession the 
next morning, as a heavy-wheeled car- 
riage, three travelers and 
drawn by four stout Savoy horses, rolled 


containing 


through the Grande Place, and, amid a 
salvo of whip-lash and a cloud of dust, 
took the road to Bonneville. 

‘¢T did not think I cared very much 
for Geneva,’’ said Miss Denham, lean- 
ing from the carriage side to look back 
at the little Swiss capital set so prettily 
on the blue edge of Lake Leman; ‘I 
did not think I cared for it at all; yet I 
leave it with a kind of home-leaving re- 
gret.”’ 

‘¢ That is because you found complete 
repose there, I imagine,’’ said Lynde. 
‘ Geneva is blessed among foreign cities 
in having no rich picture-galleries, or fa- 
mous cathedrals, or moldy ruins covered 
all over with moss and history. In 
other places, you know, one is distract- 
ed by the things which it is one’s im- 
perative duty to see, and by the feeling 
that a life-time is too short properly to 
see them. Coming from the great Ital- 
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ian cities to Geneva is like falling asleep 


after some prolonged mental strain. I 
do not object to waking up and leaving 
it, however. I should not mind leaving 
Eden, in pleasant company, on such a 
morning as this.’’ 

‘¢ The company, and I dare say the 
morning, are not insensible to your hand- 
some compliment, Mr. Lynde.’’ 

The morning was without flaw, and 
the company, or at least that part of it 
represented by Miss Ruth Denham, had 
more color in its cheeks than usual, and 
its dark eyes looked very dark and melt- 
ing under their long fringes. Mrs. Den- 
ham was also of a high complexion, but, 
having a practical turn of mind, she was 
wondering whether the trunks, which 
rose like a monument from the footboard 
of the vehicle, were quite secure. It 
was a lumbering, comfortable concern, 
with red and black wheels, and a ma- 
roon body set upon complicated springs. 
The back seat, occupied by the Den- 
hams, was protected by a leather hood, 
leaving the forward portion of the car- 
riage open. The other seat was ami- 
cably shared between Lynde and a pile 
of waterproofs and woolen wraps, es- 
sentials in Switzerland, but which the 
ladies doubtless would have provided 
themselves if they had been in the trop- 
ics. On the hich box in front sat the 
driver, speaking from time to time in 
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low, confidential tones to the four pow- 
erful black horses, whose harnesses were 
lavishly hung with flaunting chamois- 
tails and made merry with innumerable 
silver bells. 

For the last two weeks Lynde had 
been impatiently looking forward to this 
The 
entire day with Miss Denham, on such 


journey. thoucht of having an 


terms of intimacy as tacitly establish 
themselves between persons traveling to- 
cether in the same carriage, had softened 
the prospect of the final parting at Cha- 
did not intend 
they should separate there, unless she 
The nature of Miss 
Denham’s regard for him Lynde had 
She had been frank and 
friendly with him, as she might have 
with a 


mouny; though now he 
cruelly willed it. 
not fathomed. 
cousin or a 


herself, As 
ming, he had never had 


been person much 
he told Flem- 


her a minute 


older than 


alone. The aunt had always accom- 
panied them on their brief walks and 
excursions about Geneva; whenever she 
the excursion 
or the walk had been abandoned. Lynde 
saw, among other gracious things in this 


had been unable to do so, 


day’s ride, a promising opportunity for 
Miss Here 


there, alone the winding ascents, 


a (éte-a-téte with Denham. 
and 
would be short 


pine-shaded cuts across the rocks, by 


tempting foot - paths, 


which the carriage could be intercepted 
further on. These ten minutes’ 
walks, always made enchanting by some 


five or 


unlooked-for grove, or grotto, or cascade, 
were nearly certain to lure Miss Ruth 
to her feet. Then he would have her to 
himself, for Mrs. Denham seldom walked 
when she could avoid it. To make as- 
surance doubly sure Lynde could almost 
have wished her one of those distracting 
headaches from which hitherto he had 
suffered so keenly. 

For the first few miles the road lay 
through a succession of villas and culti- 
vated gardens; indeed, these gardens 
and villas extend all the way to Chéne, 
where a thin ribbon of a stream, the Fo- 
ron, draws the boundary line between 
the canton of Geneva and Savoy. At 
this point the scenery begins, not too ag- 
gressively, to be picturesque; you catch 
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some neat views of the Voirons, and of 
the range of the Jura lying on your 
right. Jeyond is the village of Anne- 
masse, and the Chateau of Etrambiére, 
with its quartet of towers, rises from the 
foot of the Petit-Saléve in 
gray distance. 


the bluish- 
You no longer see Mont 
Blane, except at Here and 
there a knot of hamlets clings to some 


intervals. 


fir-dotted slope, or tries to hide itself 
All these 


same 


away in the bosom of aravine. 
the 


blance to each other as so many button- 


Alpine villages bear resem- 


molds of different sizes. Each has its 
quaint little church of stucco, surrounded 
by clusters of gray and dingy-white head- 
stones and crosses, —like a shepherd 
standing in the midst of his flock; each 
has its bedrabbled main street, with a 
creat stone trough into which a stream 
of ice-cold water is forever flowing, and 
where comely young women of substan- 
tial ankles, 


down their backs, are forever washing 


with their flaxen hair braided 


linen; each has its beggar, with a goitre 
or a wooden leg, lying in wait for you; 
and each, in turn, with its purple and 
creen and red tiled roofs, is charming to 
approach and delightful to get away 
from. 

After road 
runs up the valley of the Arve and 
Then 


comes the village of Nangy, and then 


leaving Annemasse, the 


crosses a bridge over the Menoge. 


Contamines, beyond which, on a bold 
height, stand the two wrinkled, crum- 
bling towers of the ancient castle of Fau- 
cigny, whence the province takes its 
name. It was at Nangy that a pretty 
incident befell travelers. On the 
outskirts of they met fifty 


or sixty school children marching three 


our 


the village 


abreast, the virls on one side of the road 

The girls — 
yellow frock, 
with a snowy neckerchief pinned over 


and the boy s on the other. 


each in a coarse blue or 


her bosom and a pig-tail of hair hanging 
down her shoulders — seemed for all the 
world like little old women; and not one 
of the little men appeared to be less than 
old. They 
suggested a collection of Shems and 


a hundred and five years 


Japhets, with their wives, taken from a 


lot of toy Noah’s arks. As the carriage 
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rolled between the two files, all the fun- 
ny little women bobbed a simultaneous 
and all the little old-fashioned 
men lifted their hats with the most irre- 


courtesy, 


sistible eravity conceivable. 
‘¢ Fancy such a thing happening in 
the United States! ’’ ‘Tf 


we were to meet such a crowd at home, 


said Lynde. 


half a dozen urchins would immediately 
fasten themselves to the hind axle, and 
some of the more playful spirits would 
probably favor us with a stone or two, 
or a snowball, according to the season.”’ 
‘¢*There comes the curé, now,’’ said 


Miss Denham. 


school féte.’ 


‘‘TIt is some Sunday- 


As the curé, a florid, stout person, 
made an obeisance and passed on, fan- 
ning himself leisurely with his shovel- 
hat, his simple round face and white 
feathery hair put Lynde in mind of the 
hapless old gentleman whom he mistook 
for the country parson that morning so 
Instantly the 


rose before Lynde’s vision. 


lone ago. whole scene 
Perhaps 
the character of the landscape through 
which they were passing helped to make 
the recollection very vivid. There was 
not a cloud in the pale arch; yonder 
were the far-reaching peaks with patches 
of snow on them, and there stretched 
the same rueged, forlorn hills, covered 
with dwarf bushes and sentineled with 
phantom-like pines. An odd expression 
drifted across Lynde’s countenance. 

‘¢ What are you smiling at, Mr. Lynde, 
in that supremely selfish manner? ”’ in- 
quired Mrs. Denham, looking at him from 
under her tilted sun-umbrella. 

‘Was I smiling? It was at those 
droll little becears. 


courtesied in an unconcerned, wooden 


They bowed and 


way, as if they were moved by some in- 
The 
stiff old curé, too, had an air of having 
I could 


almost hear the creak of his mainspring. 


genious piece of Swiss clock-work. 
been wound up and set a-going. 


I was smiling at that, perhaps, and think- 
ing how strongly the scenery of some 
portions of our own country resembles 


9 


I had 


this part of Switzerland. 
**Do you think so? 
marked it.’’ 
‘* This is not the least like anything 


not re- 
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in the Adirondack region, for example,’’ 
observed Miss Ruth. 

‘* Tt may be a mere fancy of mine,”’ re- 
turned Lynde. ‘* However, we have sim- 
ilar ceological formations in the mount- 
New Encland; the 
sort of 
the same wintry bleakness that 


ainous sections of 
same uncompromising Gothic 
pines; 
leaves its impress even on the midsum- 
mer. <A body of water tumbling through 
a gorge in New Hampshire must be much 
like a body of water tumbling through 
a gorge anywhere else.’’ 

‘* Undoubtedly all mountain scenery 
has many features in common,’’ Mrs. 
Denham said; ‘‘ but if I were dropped 
down on the White Hills, softly from a 
balloon, let us say, I should know in a 
second I was not in Switzerland.’’ 

‘I should like to put you to the test 
in one spot I am familiar with,’’ said 
Lynde. 

‘¢T should not like to be put to the 
test just at present,’’ rejoined Mrs. Den- 


ham. 


‘I am very simple in my tastes, 
and [ prefer the Alps.’’ 
‘Where in New 


see such a picture as that? ”’ 


England will you 
asked Miss 
Ruth, pointing to a village which lay in 
the heart of the valley, shut in on the 
right by the-jagged limestone rocks of 
the Brezon and on the left by the grassy 
slopes of the Mle. 

‘¢ Our lack 
architecture,’’ said Lynde. 


and 
‘* They are 


rural towns color 
mostly collections of square or oblong 


had 


just one village composed exclusively of 


boxes, painted white. I wish we 
rosy tiled houses, with staircases wan- 
tonly running up on the outside, and 
hooded 
hanging out here and there where you 
them. I 
overlook the total lack of drainage which 
these 
eaves and gables, touched in with their 
This 


must be Bonneville we are coming to. 


windows, and airy balconies 


don’t expect would almost 


seems to go alone with carved 


blues and browns and _ yellows. 


We change horses here.’’ 

In a few minutes they swept through 
an avenue of noble trees, and stopped 
at the doorstep of an inn alive with pas- 
sengers by the diligence just arrived 
from Sallanches, on its way to Geneva. 
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Lynde was beginning to feel a trifle 
out of spirits. The journey thus far 
had been very pleasant, but it had not 
wholly fulfilled his expectations. The 
Denhams had occupied themselves with 
the scenery; they had not been much 
inclined to talk; and Lynde had found 
no opportunity to make himself especial- 
ly agreeable. They had spoken several 
times of Flemming 


¢, in a vein of eulogy. 
but 


as a topic of conversation possessed no 


Lynde loved Flemming; Flemming 


particular advantage over landscape. 
Miss Denham had never looked so love- 
ly to Lynde as she did this day; he was 
glad to get her again in that closely-fit- 
ting drab traveling - dress, laced up to 
A sense of 
great comfort had stolen over him the 
two or three times when she had sunk 
back in 


the shapely white throat. 


the carriage cushions and let 
her eyes dwell upon him contemplative- 
ly fora moment. He was beginning to 
hate Mrs. Denham, and he thoroughly 
loathed 


crowd of tourists came flocking into the 


Sonneville, where a polyglot 


small waiting-room just as Miss Ruth 
was putting up her hair and unconscious- 
ly framing for Lynde a never-to-be-for- 
gotten picture in the little cracked inn- 
mirror. 

Passengers by diligence usually dine 
at Bonneville, a fact which Lynde had 
ascertained when he selected Cluses, 
nine miles beyond, as the resting place 
for his own party. They were soon on 
the road again, with the black horses 
turned level 
meadow lands between the Brezon and 
the Méle. With each mile, now, the 
landscape took on new beauty and wild- 


into roan, traversing the 


ness. The superb mountains — some 
with cloudy white turrets, some thrust- 
ing out huge snow-powdered prongs, and 
others tapering to steely dagger-points 
— hemmed them in on every side. 

Here they came more frequently on 
those sorrowful roadside cairns, sur- 
mounted by a wooden cross with an ob- 
literated and a shriveled 
wreath, marking the spot where some 
peasant or mountaineer had been crushed 
by a land-slide or smothered in the mer- 


ciless winter drift. 


inscription 


As the carriage ap- 
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proached Cluses, the road erept along 
the lips of precipices and was literally 
overhung by the dizzy walls of the Bre- 
zon. Crossing the Arve, — you are al- 
ways crossing the Arve or some mad 
torrent on your way from Geneva to 
Chamouny, — the travelers entered the 
town of Cluses and alighted at one of 
those small Swiss hotels which continual- 
ly astonish by their tidiness and excel- 
lence. 

In spite of the intermittent breeze 
wandering down from the regions above 
the snow-line, the latter part of the ride 
had been intensely hot. The cool, shad- 
owy room, with its table ready laid for 
dinner near the latticed window, was a 
welcome change to the three dusty voy- 
agers as they were ushered into it by 
the German landlord, whose round head 
thinly thatched with whitey-brown hair 
gave him the appearance of having been 
left out over night in a hoar frost. It 
was a refreshment in itself to look at 
him, so crisp and cool, with that blind- 
ing afternoon glare lying on the heated 
mountain slopes. 

‘¢ T could be contented here a month,”’ 
said Mrs. 
bonnet, and seating herself in the em- 
brasure of the window. 


Denham, throwing off her 


‘¢ The marquis allows us only three 
quarters of an hour,’’ Lynde observed. 
‘* He says we cannot afford to lose much 
time if we want to reach Chamouny be- 
fore sundown.”’ 

‘* Chamouny will wait for us.’’ 

‘* But the sunset won’t.’’ 

Lynde had a better reason than that 
for wishing to press on. It was between 
there and Magland, or, rather, just be- 
yond Magland, that he proposed to in- 
vite Miss Denham to walk. The won- 
derful cascade of Arpenaz, though it 
could be seen as well from the carriage, 
Of course he 
would be obliged to include Mrs. Den- 
ham in his invitation, and he had suffi- 


was to serve as pretext. 


cient faith in the inconsistency of wom- 
an not to rely too confidently on her de- 
clining. ‘* As she never walks, she ’ll 
come along fast enough,’’ 
grim reflection. 


was Lynde’s 


He had by no means resolved on what 
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he should say to Miss Ruth, if he got 
her alone. In the ten minutes’ walk, 
which would be almost equivalent to a 
first interview, he could not say much. 
He could tell her how grieved he was at 
the thought of the approaching separa- 
tion, and tell her in such a manner as 
would leave her in no great doubt as to 
But whether 
he went so far as that was a problem 


the state of his feelings. 


which he intended to let chance solve 
for him. 

Lynde was standing on the inn steps 
with his after-dinner cheroot, medita- 
tively blowing circles of smoke into the 
air, when the carriage drove round from 
the stable and the Denhams appeared 
The 


gave Lynde an ungloved hand as he as- 


in the door-way. young woman 
sisted her to the seat. The slight press- 
ure of her fingers and the touch of her 
rings were possessions which he retained 
until long after the carriage had passed 
that the stalactite 
cavern in the Balme, where a couple of 
tiresome fellows insist on letting off a 


narrow defile near 


small cannon for you, to awaken a very 
disobliging old Echo who refuses to re- 
peat anything more than twice. What 
a magic there is in hands, —in some 
hands! Lynde could have held Mrs. 
Denham’s hand a fortnight without cet- 
ting anything so tangible as that fleet- 
ine touch of Miss Ruth’s. 

‘Ts the grotto worth seeing? ’’ Mrs. 
Denham asked, with a speculative glance 
up the mountain side. 


‘It 


scarcely pays, 


and 
replied Ly nde, appalled 
by this indication of Alpine enterprise. 
‘¢] visited it the first time I came over 
the road. You get a good look at the 
peaks of Mont Douron on the other side 
of the valley, and that’s all; the grotto 
itself is not remarkable. But I think 
it will be while to halt a mo- 
ment when we come to the fall of Nant 
d’ Arpenaz. 


is an hour’s hard climb, 
99 


worth 


That is really marvelous. 
It is said to be nearly as fine as the 
Staubbach.’’ 

As Miss Ruth leaned back in the 
cushions, lazily fastening the third but- 
ton of her glove with a hair-pin, there 
was just the faintest glimmer of humor 
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in the that 
young man’s face. 


eyes into the 
He was being read, 
and he knew it; his dark intentions in 
regard to that waterfall were probably 
as legible to her as if they had been 
printed in great-primer type on his fore- 
head. On occasions at 
Geneva she had wrested his unworded 
thought from him with the same effort- 
Lynde evaded her look, 
and studied a spire-like peak on his left 
“] shall have an air of detected villainy 
now, when I ask her,’’ he mused. 
‘* That’s the first shade of coquetry I 
ever her. If 
invitation without the aunt, she means 
either to flirt with me or give me the 
chance to speak to her seriously. Which 
is it to be, Miss Ruth? I wonder if she 
is afraid of Mrs. Denham. Sometimes 
it seems to me she would be a different 
girl if it were not for the presence of 
the aunt.’’ 

By and by, at a bend of the road 
after passing Magland, the 
became 


looked up 


two or three 


less sorcery. 


saw in she accepts my 


waterfall 
the distance. The 
cascade of Nant d’Arpenaz is one of 
the highest falls in Savoy, and if it is 


visible in 


not the most beautiful, one can still well 
afford, having seen that, not to see the 
others. It is not a large volume of water, 
except when swollen by rains, as it hap- 
pened to be this day, but its plunge from 
the dizzy brown cliff is the gracefulest 
thing in the world. The curiously strati- 
fied face of the precipice is concave, and 
the water has a fall of several hundred 
feet to reach the slope, which, indeed, 
it seems never to reach; for before the 
stream has accomplished half the de- 
scent it is broken into fine spray, and 
flaunts loosely in the wind like a veil 
of the most delicate lace, or, when the 
sunlight drifts through it, a wondrous- 
ly wrought Persian scarf. There it ap- 
pears to hang, miraculously suspended 
in mid-air, while in fact it descends in 
imperceptible vapors to the slope, where 
it re-forms and becomes a furious little 
torrent that dashes across the road un- 
der a bridge and empties itself into the 
Arve. 

The ecarriage-road skirts the base of 
the mountain and offers numberless fine 
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views of the cascade as you approach or 
It was directly in front of the 
fall, half a mile distant, though it did 
not look so far, that the driver, in obedi- 


leave it. 


ence to previous instruction from Lynde, 
At that 
instant the sunshine slanted across the 


drew up the horses and halted. 


fall and dashed it with prismatic colors. 
‘¢ It is almost too exquisite to look 
at,’’ said Mrs. Denham. 


doubt one’s own eyes.’’ 


‘+ It makes one 


**] saw it once,’’ Lynde said, ‘* when 
] thought the effect even finer. I was 
induced by some pleasant Envlish peo- 
ple to stop over night at Magland, and 
we walked up here in the moonrise. 
You can’t imagine anything so lovely 
as that long strip of gossamer unfolding 
itself to the moonlight. There was an 


English artist with us, who made a 
sketch of the fall; but he said a prettier 
thing about it than his picture.” 

‘* What that?’ 
Ruth. 


‘* He called it Penelope’s web, be- 


was 


inquired Miss 


cause it is always being unraveled and 
reknitted.’’ 

‘* That artist mistook his profession.’’ 

‘¢ Folks often do,’’ said Lynde. ae 
know painters who ought to be poets, 
and poets who ought to be brick-layers.” 

** Why brick-layers? ”’ 

‘* Because I fancy that brick-laying 
makes as slight drain on the imagination 
as almost any pursuit in life. Speaking 
of poets and waterfalls, do you remem- 
ber Byron’s daring simile in Manfred? 
He compares a certain waterfall at the 
foot of the Jungfrau to the tail of the 
pale horse ridden by Death in the Apoc- 
Mrs. Denham,’’ said Lynde ab- 
ruptly, ‘* the marquis tells me there ’s a 
delightful short cut, through the rocks 
here, which strikes into the road a mile 


alypse. 


further on.’’ 
‘+ Let us take it then,”’ 
Denham, settling herself comfortably in 


answered Mrs. 


the cushions. 

‘* It is a foot-path,’’ explained Lynde. 

** Oh!” 

‘* Our reputation as great American 
travelers will suffer, Mrs. 
we fail to do a bit of 
foot. 


Denham, if 
Switzerland on 
Rather than have that happen [ 
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would undertake the expedition alone. 
It would be mere martyrdom, though, 
without company.”’ 
the the carriage 
planted his foot on the first step, he 


As Lynde turned 
handle of door and 
ventured a glance at Miss Ruth, who was 
sitting there with a face as impenetrable 
as that of the Memphian Sphinx. 

‘* Certainly, if our reputation is at 
stake,’’ exclaimed Mrs. Denham, rising 
with alacrity. Lynde could not help 


‘¢ No,”’ 


added, slowly sinking back into the seat, 


his clouded countenance. she 
*“T’ve no ambition as an explorer. I 
really have not.’’ 

‘¢ And Miss Denham?”’ said Lynde, 
drawing a scarcely repressed breath of 
relief. 

‘¢ Oh, Ruth ean go if she likes,’’ re- 
plied Mrs. Denham, ‘‘ provided it is not 
too far.’’ 

‘“*Tt is hardly an eighth of a mile 
‘* You will find 


us waiting for you at the opposite end 


across,’’ said Lynde. 
of the cut, unless you drive rapidly. It 
is more than a mile by the road.’’ 

** Do you wish to go, Ruth? ”’ 

Miss instant, 
and then answered by rising impulsively 


Denham hesitated an 
and giving her hand to Lynde. Evi- 
dently, her first intention had been to 
refuse. In a moment more she was 
standing beside him, and the carriage 
was lazily crawling up the hill with Mrs. 
Denham looking back through her glass 
at the cascade. 

A dozen rude steps, partly artificial 
and partly formed by the strata of the 
limestone bank, led from the roadside up 
For 


fern - fringed 


to the’ opening of the foot - way. 
thirty or forty yards the 
path was too narrow to admit of two 
Miss Denham, 
with her skirts gathered in one hand, 


persons walking abreast. 


went first, picking her way over the 
small loose stones rendered slippery by 
the moss, and Lynde followed on in si- 
lence, hardly able to realize the success 
of the ruse which had come so near be- 
ing a failure. His companion was equal- 
ly preoccupied. Once she stopped for 
Lynde to detach her dress from a grasp- 
ing twig, and once to pluck one of those 
pallid waxen flowers which sometimes 
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dauntlessly find a footing even among the 
snow-drifts of the higher Alps. The air 
full of the resinous breath of the 
pines, whose boughs, meeting and inter- 


was 


lacing overhead, formed an arabesqued 
roof, through the openings of which the 
afternoon sunshine sifted, as if through 
stained glass. With the slender stems 
of the trees rising on each side in the 
like the 


It seemed a 


semi - twilicht, the grove was 


transept of a cathedral. 
profanation to speak in such a place. 
Lynde could have wandered on forever 
in contented silence, with that tall, pliant 
figure in its severely-cut drapery mov- 
ing before him. As he watched the 
pure outline defining itself against the 
subdued lieht, he 


was reminded of a 


colored bas-relief he had seen on a cer- 
tain Egyptian vase in the Museum at 


Naples. 


brook babbled somewhere ahead among 


Presently the path widened, a 


the rocks, and the grove 
ed. 


abruptly end- 
Miss Den- 
ham’s side he heaved a deep, involun- 


As Ly nde stepped to 


tary sigh. 
‘“*What a Mr. she 
cried, swiftly turning upon him with a 


sigh, Lynde!”’ 


surprised smile. ‘* It was scarcely com- 
plimentary.”’ 

‘* It was not exactly a compliment; it 
was an unpremeditated monody on the 
death of this day, 


” 
soon. 


which has flown too 


‘¢ You are very ready with your mon- 
ody; it yet lacks three or four hours of 
sunset, when one might probably begin 


to lament. I am enjoying it all too much 


to have a recret.’ 

‘* Do you know, I thought you were 
not enjoying it — the journey, I mean? 
You have not spoken a hundred words 
since we left Geneva.’’ 

‘*That was a proof of my perfect 
enjoyment, as you would know if you 
knew me better. Fine scenery always 
affects me like music, and, with Jessica, 
‘I am never merry when I hear sweet 
music.’ Besides, Mr. Lynde, I was 
forming a plan.”’ 

‘“* A plan?” 

** A dark conspiracy” — 

‘*Is the spirit of Lucretia Borgia 
present? ”’ 
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—‘‘*in which you are to be chief con- 
spirator, Mr. Lynde.’’ 

‘¢ Miss Denham, the person is dead, 
either by steel or poison; it is all one 
to me, — I am equally familiar with both 
methods.”’ 

As the girl lifted up her eyes in a half- 
serious, half-amused way, and gave him 
a look in which gentleness and a certain 
shadow of hauteur were oddly blended, 
Lynde started in spite of himself. It 
was the very look of the poor little 
Queen of Sheba. 

‘¢ With your bowl and dagger and 
monody,’’ said Miss Denham, breaking 
into one of her rare laughs, ‘‘ you are in 
full tragedy this afternoon. I am afraid 
my innocent plot will seem very tame to 
you in the face of such dreadful things.”’ 

‘¢T promise beforehand to regard it as 
the one important matter in the world. 
What is it? ”’ 

‘* Nothing more than this: I want you 
to insist that aunt Gertrude and I ought 
to make the ascent of Montanvert and 
visit the Mer de Glace, — before uncle 
Denham arrives.’’ 

66 Why, would he object 

**T do not think anything would in- 
duce him to trust either of us on one of 
those narrow mule-paths.”’ 

‘¢ But everybody goes up Montanvert 
as a matter of course. The bridle-way 
is perfectly safe.’’ 

** Uncle Denham witnessed a 
painful accident on the Wetterhorn, in- 
deed, he himself barely escaped death; 


once 


and any suggestion of mountain climb- 
ing that cannot be done on wheels al- 
ways meets a negative from him. I sus- 
pect my aunt will not strongly favor the 
proposal, but when I make it I shall de- 
pend on you to sustain me.’’ 

‘*T shall surely do so, Miss Denham. 
I have had this same excursion in my 
mind all along.”’ 

‘¢] was wondering how I should get 
the chance to ask the favor of you, when 
that which your 
friend Mr. Flemming pretends not to 


special Providence, 
believe in, manaved it for me.’’ 
‘“Tt wasn’t I, then, but 
that invited you to walk? ”’ 
*¢ Tt looks like it, Mr. Lynde.”’ 


Providence, 





The Queen of Sheba. 


‘‘But at first you were disposed to 
reject the providential aid.”’ 

‘« T hesitated about leaving aunt Ger- 
trude alone.”’ 

‘* Tf you had refused me, there would 
have been no end to my disappointment. 
This walk, though it is sixty or seventy 
miles too short, is the choicest thing in 
the whole journey.”’ 

‘*Come, Mr. Lynde, that 


provement on your sigh.”’ 


is an inm- 


** Does it occur to you that this is the 
first time we have chanced to be alone 
together, in all these weeks? ”’ 

‘¢ Yes,’’ said Miss Ruth, simply, ‘* it 
is the first time.’’ 

‘¢T am a great admirer of Mrs. Den- 
ham ’’ — 

**T do not see how you can help be- 
ing; she is charming, and she likes you.’’ 

‘* But sometimes I have wished that 
— that Mr. Denham was here.’’ 

‘* Why?” asked Miss Ruth, regard- 
ing him full in the face. 

‘* Because then, may be, she would 
have been less devoted to you.”’ 

Miss Denham did not reply for a mo- 
ment. 
she 


She never likes to have 


‘* My aunt is very fond of me,’’ 
said, gravely. ‘* 
me absent an hour from her side.’’ 

** Tecan understand that,’’ said Lynde, 
with an innocent air. 

The girl glanced at him quickly, and 
went on: ‘* She adopted me when I was 
only three years old; we have never been 
She lived in Paris all 
the time I was at school there, though 
she did not like 
She would make 
that a mother would make for a daugh- 
ter. 


separated since. 


Paris as a residence. 
any sac rifice for me 
She has been mother and sister to 
me. I cannot overpay her devotion by 
any unselfishness of mine.’’ 

As she spoke, Lynde caught a hateful 
glimpse of the road through the stubby 
pine-tre es beyond. It appeared to him 
only two minutes ago that he was assist- 
ing Miss Denham to mount the stone 
steps at the other extremity of the foot- 
path; and now he was to lose her again. 
She was with him alone for perhaps the 
last time. 


‘* Miss Ruth!”’ 


said Lynde, with sud- 
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He had 

Miss 

She raised her eyes furtively to 
‘* Miss Ruth’’ — 

the Mr. 

exclaimed Miss Denham, re- 


den earnestness in his voice. 


never before addressed her as 

Ruth. 

his face. 
** Oh, 


Lynde! ”’ 


there ’s carriage, 


leasing the arm she had accepted a few 


paces back, and hurrying down the path, 
the 
‘** And there is 
she added, half-turnine 
to Lynde, with a rich bloom on her 
cheeks, ‘‘ looking as distressed as if we 


But 


which here narrowed again as at 
entrance to the grove. 


aunt Gertrude,’’ 


had slipped over some precipice. 
we have not, have we, Mr. Lynde? 
‘*No, we have n’t slipped over any 
precipices,’’ answered Lynde, with a 
” I wish we had,’’ he 
*¢ She 


curt laugh. 
tered to 


mut- 
himself. has dragged 
me through that grove and over those 
stones, and, without preventing me, has 
not permitted me to breathe the least 
word of love to her. I don’t know how 
she did it. That girl’s the most con- 
lam a 
I believe I’m _ be- 


’ 


summate coquette I ever saw. 
child in her hands. 
ginning to be afraid of her.’ 

Miss Ruth was already in the car- 
riage, pinning the Alpine flower to the 
corsage of her aunt’s dress, when Lynde 
Mrs. 


ures expressed no very deep anxiety 


reached the steps. Denham’s feat- 


That was clear- 
ly a fiction of Miss Ruth’s. 


that he could discover. 
Lynde re- 
sumed his place on the front seat, and 
the started forward. He 
amused and vexed at the inconsequence 


horses was 
of his interview with Miss Denham, and 
did not know whether to be wholly 
He had, at 


and it would be 


vexed or wholly amused. 
least, broken the ice, 
easier for him to speak when another op- 
portunity offered. She had understood, 
and had not repulsed him; she had mere- 
ly evaded him. Perhaps he had been 
guilty of a mismove in attempting to 
take her at a disadvantage. He was 
too discreet to dream of proposing any 
more walks. A short cut was plainly 
not the most direct way to reach Miss 
Denham. 

She was in livelier spirits now than 
she had been in at any time during the 
‘* The exercise has done 


day. you 
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good, Ruth,’’ remarked Mrs. Denham; 
‘““T am accept Mr. 
Lynde’s invitation myself.’’ Mr. Lynde 
was also politely sorry, and Miss Ruth 
contributed her regrets with an empha- 


sorry I did not 


sis that struck Lynde as malicious and 
over done. 

Shortly before arriving at St. Martin, 
Miss Ruth Montanvert 
project, which, as she had prophesied, 
was coldly received by the aunt. Lynde 
hastened to Mrs. Denham that 
neither dangerous 


broached her 


assure 
the ascent 
difficult. 

sary, though it was convenient to have 
them to lead the animals. 
up there 


was nor 


Even cuides were not neces- 


On the way 
the 
There was a 


were excellent views of 
Flégére and the Brévent. 
capital inn at the summit, where they 
could lunch, and from the cliff behind 
the inn one could look directly down on 
the Mer de Then Lynde fell 
back upon his Murray and Baedeker. 
It was here that Professor Tyndall spent 
at different 


Glace. 


many weeks, times, investi- 
cating the theory of glacier motion; and 
the Englishman’s hut, which 
mentions in his to the scene in 
1779, Miss Ruth 
begged with both eyes; the aunt wav- 


Goethe 
Visit 
was still standine. 
a con- 
not be 
depended on, it was agreed that they 
should undertake the ascent the follow- 
ing mornihg immediately after daybreak. 
Then the conversation drooped. 

The 
which their route now wound began to 
them. Here 
bridge, spanning a purple chasm whose 
snake-like thre 
hissing among the sharp flints a hundred 
feet below; now they rattled through 


the street of a sleepy village that seemed 


ered, and finally yielded. As 


tinuance of fine weather could 


magnificent scenery through 


absorb they crossed a 


id of water could be heard 


to have no reason for being except its 
picturesqueness; now they were creep- 
ing up a tortuous steep gloomed by 
menacing crags; and now their way lin- 
gered for miles along a precipice, over 
the edge of they could see the 
spear-like tips of the tall pines reaching 
up from the valley. 

At the bridge between St. Martin and 


Sallanches the dazzling silver peaks of 


which 
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Mont Blanc, rising above the green past- 
urage of the Forclaz, abruptly revealed 
themselves to the travelers, who fancied 
for the moment that they were close 
upon the mountain. It was twelve miles 


away in a bee-line. From this point 
one never loses sight of those vast cones 
A bloom as deli- 
cate as that of the ungathered peach was 


gradually settling on all the fairy heights. 


and tapering aiguilles. 


As the travelers drew nearer to the 
termination of their journey, they were 
less and less inclined to converse. At 
every turn of the sinuous 


road fresh 


splendors broke upon them. By slow 
degrees the glaciers became visible: first 
then the 
Glacier des Bossons, thrusting a crook 
of steel-blue ice far into the valley; and 
then —faintly discernible in the dis- 


those of Gria and Taconay; 


tance, and seemingly a hand’s breadth 
of snow framed by the sombre gorge — 
the Glacier des Bois, a frozen estuary of 
the Mer de Glace. 

The twilight was now falling. For the 
more the three inmates of 
the carriage had scarcely spoken. 


last hour or 
They 
had unresistingly given themselves over 
to the glamour of the time and place. 
Along the ravines and in the lower gorges 


ao: 
=) 
t 


and chasms the gray dusk was gatherit 


‘8 


i 
high overhead the domes and pinnacl 


were each instant taking deeper tinges 
and violet. It seemed as if a 
word loudly or carelessly uttered would 
break the spell of the a/pgliihen. 


of rose 


It was 
all like a dream, and it was in his qual- 
ity of spectral figure in a dream that the 
driver suddenly turned on the box, and, 
pointing over his shoulder with the han- 
dle of his whip said, — 

‘¢ Chamouny!”’ 


IX. 
MONTANVERT. 


The mist was still lingering in the val- 
leys, though the remote peaks had been 
kindled more than an hour by the touch 
of sunrise. As Lynde paced up and 
down the trottoir in front of the Couronne 
Hotel, he drew out his watch from time 
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to time and glanced expectantly towards 
the hotel In the middle of 
the street stood a couple of cuides, idly 


entrance. 


holding the bridles of three mules, two 
of which were furnished with side-sad- 
half 
the appointment, and the Denhams, who 
had retired at « ight o’clock the night be- 


to be 


dles. It was nearly an hour past 


fore in order fresh for an early 
up the had made 
Lynde himself had set the lark 

by breakfast- 
Here were thirty 


start mountain, no 
sign. 
an example that morning 
i eandle-light. 


minutes lost. 


Ing by 
He quickened his pace up 
as if his 


and down in front of the hotel, 


own rapidity of movement would possi- 


bly exert some occult influence in has- 


tening the loiterers; but another quarter 
of an hour dragged on without bringing 
them. 

Lynde was impatiently consulting his 
Miss 
Denham’s troubled face showed itself in 


watch for the twentieth time when 
the door-way. 
** Is n’t it too bad, Mr. Lynde? 
rertrude c 5” 
‘Can't 
‘ She has; 


Aunt 


an’ 


ride She dressed, but was 
oblige d to lie down again.’’ 
‘* Then that’s the 


koned to one 


end of it, I st 


n- 


despondently. He 


bec i} ruick s. 


> said Miss Denham, 


’ ° 
resolution on 


‘1 don’t know,’ 
standing in an attitude of il 
the her 


like a couple of 


upper step, with curved eye- 


brows drawn together 
blackbirds bills. ‘* I don’t 


know what to do .. . she 


to ching 
insists on our 
going. I shall never forgive myself for 
letting her see that I was disappointed. 
She added my concern for her illness 
excursion, and 
than I 


Then she declared she would 


to my regret about the 


thought me more disappointed 
really was. 
gO in spite ot her he adache ° unless 
I went.’’ 


which had 


Lynde’s countenance vanished. 


The cloom overspread 
‘*It is not one of her severest turns,’’ 
continued Miss 


statue on a pedestal and slowly descend- 


Ruth, ceasing to be a 


ing the hotel steps with her waterproof 
trailing from her left arm, ‘‘ and she is 


of Sheba. [ October, 
quite capable of executing her threat. 
What shall we do, Mr. Lynde? ”’ 

*¢ ] think we had better try the mount- 
ain, — for her sake,’’ 
‘* We 


Glace, you know; 


answered Lynde. 
the Mer de 
that can be left for 


The ascent takes only two 


need not attempt 


another day. 
hours, the descent half an hour less; we 
can easily be back in time for lunch.’’ 

** Then let us do that.’’ 

Ly nde selected the more amiable look- 
ine of the two mules with side-saddles, 
dismissed one of the guides after a brief 
consultation, and helped Miss Denham 
to mount. Inattending to these prelim- 
inaries Lynde had sufficient mastery over 
himself not to make any indecorous be- 
trayal of his intense satisfaction at the 
had had 


viven her into his hands for five hours! 


turn affairs taken. Fortune 
She should listen this time to what he 
had to say, though the mountain should 
fall. 

At a signal from Lynde the remain- 
ing guide led the way at a brisk pace 
through the bustling town. In front of 
the various hotels were noisy groups of 
tourists about to set forth on pilgrimages, 
some bound for the neighboring glaciers 
and cascades, and others preparing for 
more distant and more hardy enterprises. 
Babel of 


German, Italian, 


It was a 
French, 
Enclis] 


tois, 


pertect voices, — 


Scotch, and 
with notes of every sort of pa- 
—above which the strident bass of 
the mules soared triumphantly at inter- 
There 
than Chamoun) 
height of the season. 
Our friends 


confusion 


vals. ire not many busier spots 


at early morning in the 
soon left the tumult and 
behind them, and were skirt- 
ing the pleasant meadows outside of the 
town. Passing by the way of the En- 
elish church, they crossed to the opposite 
bank of the Arve, and in a few minutes 
gvained the hamlet 
Montanvert 
bridle of Miss 
cent began. 


lying at the foot of 
Then the cuide took the 

tuth’s mule and the as- 
The road stretches up the 
mountain in a suecession of ziezags with 
Here and there the path 


is quarried out of the beerudging solid 


sharp turns. 


rock; in places the terrace is several 
yards wide and well wooded, but for the 
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most part it isa barren shelf with a shag- 
gy wall risin 


¢ abruptly on one hand and 
a steep slope descending on the other. 
Higher up, these slopes become quite re- 
spectable precipices. A dozen turns, 
which were accomplished in unbroken 
silence, brought the party to an altitude 
of several hundred feet above the le vel. 

‘* ]— I don’t know that I wholly like 
it,’? said Miss Ruth, holding on to the 
pommel of her saddle and looking down 
with fields 
and criss-crossed with shining rivulets. 
‘* Why do 


on the 


into the valley, checkered 


the mules persist in walking 


very edge? 


‘* That is a trick they get from carry- 
ing panniers. You are supposed to bea 
pannier, and the careful animal does n’t 
want to brush you off against the rocks. 
See this creature of 


hind hoof sli; ping 


mine; he has that 
over the precipice all 
the while. But he’ll not slip; 


sure-footed as a 


he’s as 
and has no 
more taste for tumbling off the cliff than 
These 


ly intelligent. 


( hamois, 


you have. mules are wonderful- 
Observe how cautiously 
they will put foot on a loose stone, feel- 
ing all around it.’’ 

‘¢] wish they were intelligent enough 
to be led in the middle of the path,”’ said 
Miss 
knows.’’ 


as You may tri 


Ruth, ‘* but I suppose the guide 


to him; he is a per- 
son of varied accomplishments, the chief 
of which is he does n’t understand a 
word of English. So you can scold, or 
say anything you iike, without the least 
reserve. I picked him out for that,’’ 
added Lynde with a bland smile. ‘ His 


comrade was a linguist. 
‘¢Tf I have anything disagreeable to 


say,’’ replied Miss Ruth, with another 


bland smile, ‘* I shall say it in French.”’ 
The ¢ 


including Ex 


uide, who spoke four languages, 
wilish, never changed a mus- 
cle. Lynde, just before starting, had 


} 


closely examined the two guides on their 
lingual acquirements — and retained the 
wrong man. 

eo] 
Miss Denham, to be anything but amia- 
ble, and that you will begin by granting 
me afavor. Will you?’’ 


‘ Cela dépend.”’ 


trust you will have no occasion, 


The Queen of Sheba. 
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‘* There you go into French! I have 
n’t offended you? ”’ 

‘¢Oh, no. What 
English.’’ 

‘* That you will let me call you Miss 
Ruth, instead of Miss Denham.’’ 

‘*T have n’t the slichtest objection, 
Mr. Lynde.’’ 

‘*Thanks. And now I want you’’ — 

‘* What, another favor? ”’ 

** Of course. 


is the favor? —in 


Who ever heard of one 
favor? ’’ 
ei What is the 


‘*T want you should be a little sorry 
when all this comes to an end.’’ 


To be sure! second? ”’ 


‘* You mean when we leave Chamou- 
ny?” 

”- Yes.”’ 

‘I shall be sorry then,’’ Miss 
Ruth, frankly, ‘‘ but I am not going to 


be sorry beforehand.”’ 


said 


There was something very sweet to 
Lynde in her candor, but there was also 
that for the 
moment from being as explicit as he had 
intended. He awhile without 
speaking, watching the girl as the mule 
now and then turned the sharp angle of 
This 


movement always brought her face to 


something restrained him 


rode on 


the path and began a new ascent. 


face with him a moment, she on the 


Miss Ruth 


had grown accustomed to the novel sit- 


erade above, and he below. 


uation, and no longer held on by the pom- 
mel of the saddle. with her 
hands folded in her lap, pliantly lend- 


She sat 


ing herself to the awkward motion of the 
animal. 
had long Ww iterproof 
which reached to her feet. As she sat 


Over her usual traveling habit 
she thrown th 


there in a half listless attitude, she was 
the very picture of the Queen of Sheba 
seated upon Deacon Twombly’s mare. 
Lynde could not help seeing it; but he 
was schooling himself by degrees to this 
fortuitous resemblance. It was painful, 
but it was inevitable, and he would get 
used to it in 


time. ? 2. 


mused, ‘‘ if I had never had that advent- 


‘ Perh ips, 


ure with the poor insane girl, I might 
not have looked twice at Miss Denham 
when we met — and loved her. It was 
the poor little queen who shaped my des- 
tiny, and I ought n’t to be ungrateful.’’ 
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He determined to tell the story to Miss 
Ruth some time when a fitting occasion 
offered. 

It was only when the likeness flashed 
upon Lynde suddenly, as it had done in 
the grove the previous day, that it now 
had the power to startle him. At the 
present moment it did not even seriously 
annoy him. In an idle, pensive way he 
lead- 
The man was Morton and 


the mule was Mary! 


noted the coincidence of the man 
ing the mule. 
Lynde smiled to 
himself at the reflection that Mary would 
probably not accept the analogy with 
very good grace if she knew about it. 
This carried him to Rivermouth; then he 
thought of Cinderella’s slipper, packed 
away in the old hair trunk in the closet, 
and how perfectly the slipper would fit 
one of those feet which a floating fold of 
the waterproof that instant revealed to 
him —and he was in Switzerland again. 

‘*Miss Ruth,’’ he looking up 


quickly and urging his mule as closely 


said, 
behind hers as was practicable, ‘* what 
are your plans to be when your uncle 
comes? ”’ 

‘¢ When my uncle comes we shall have 
Un- 


always plans for every- 


-aunt Gertrude and I. 
Denham 


body . 


no plans, 


cle 


‘¢T do not imagine he 


cloomily. 


will plan for 


me,’’ said Lynde, ‘*] wish 


he would, for I shall not know what to 
do with myself.’’ 

‘¢T thought you were going to St. Pe- 
tersburg.’’ 

‘¢T have given that up.” 

‘*It ’s to be Northern 
then? ”’ 


Germany, 


‘* No, Ihave dropped that idea, too. 
Will Mr. 


time? ’’ 


Denham remain here any 


_ Probably not lone.”’ 
‘* What is to become of me after you 


‘* When 
I think of Mr. Denham sweeping down 


are gone!’’ exclaimed Lynde. 
on Chamouny to carry you off, I am 
tempted to drive this mule straight over 
the brink of one of these precipices! i 

The girl leaned forward, looking at 
the rocky wall of the Flégére through 
an opening in the pines, and made no 
reply. 


The Queen of Sheba. 
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‘*Miss Ruth,’’ said Lynde, ‘‘ I must 
speak! *’ 

‘*Do not speak,’’ she said, turning 
upon him with a half-imperious, half- 
appealing gesture, ‘* 1 forbid you;’’ and 
then more gently: four or 
five days, perhaps a week, to be togeth- 
Let us 


‘we have 
er; we are true, frank friends. 
be just that to the end.”’ 

‘* Those are mercifully cruel words,”’ 
returned the young man, with a dull pain 
at his heart. 
ing a bitter thine.’’ 


‘It is a sweet way of say- 


‘* Tt is a way of saying that your friend- 
ship is very dear to me, Mr. Lynde,’’ she 
replied, sitting erect in the saddle, with 
the brightness and the blackness deep- 
I can 
make you understand how I prize it. 
My life has not been quite like that of 


ening in her eyes. ‘* 1 wonder if 


other girls, partly because I have lived 
much abroad, and partly because I have 
been very delicate ever since my child- 
hood; I had a serious lung trouble then, 
which has never left me. You would 
not think it, to look at me. Perhaps it 
is the anxiety I have given aunt Ger- 
trude which has made her so tenacious 
of my affection that I have scarcely been 
permitted to form even those intimacies 
which girls form among themselves. I 
have never known any one — any gentle- 
man — as intimately as I have known 


you. She has let me have you tor my 


friend.’ 
‘* But Miss 


‘*Mr. Lynde,”’ she said, interrupting 


Ruth’? — 


him, ‘‘ it was solely to your friendship 
that my aunt confided me to-day. I 
should be deceiving her if I allowed you 
to speak as —as you were speaking.” 

He should 
have addressed himself in the first in- 
He had been lack- 
ing in proper regard for the convenances, 
forgetting that Ruth’s edueation had 
different that of American 
girls. At home, if you love a girl you 
tell her so; 
her grandmother. 


Lynde saw his mistake. 


stance to the aunt. 


been trom 
over here, you go and tell 
Lynde dropped his 
head and remained silent, resolving to 
interview with Mrs. Denham 
that night if possible. After a moment 
or two he raised his face. “ Miss Ruth,” 


secure an 
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said he, ‘‘if I had to choose, I would 
rather be your friend than any other 
woman’s lover.’’ 

‘* That is settled, then,’’ she returned, 
with heichtened color. ‘ We will not 
refer to this avain;’’ and 
that 
about her conceitedly in its new golden 


she brushed 
away a butterfly was fluttering 
corslet. 

Meanwhile the euide marched on stol- 
idly with Ruth’s reins thrown loosely 
In his sum- 
mer courses up and down the mountain, 


over the crook of his elbow. 


the man, with his four lancuages, had 
probably assisted dumbly at much fugi- 
tive love-making and many a conjugal 
He took slight note of 
the conversation between the two young 


passage at arms. 


folks; he was clearly more interested in 
that had 
within the half hour and hung itself over 
the Aicuille du Dru. 

The foot-path and the bridle-road from 
Chamouny unite at the Caillet, a spring 


a strip of black cloud come 


of fresh water half-way up the mountain. 
There the riders dismounted and rested 
five or six minutes at a rude hut perched 
like a brown bird under the cliff. 

‘*T’ve the fancy to go on foot the rest 
of the distance,’’ Lynde remarked, as he 
assisted Ruth into the saddle again. 

‘Then I'll let you lead the mule, if 
ou will,”’ ‘*T am not the 


said Ruth. 


y 
le 


ast afraid 

‘hat is an excellent idea! Why did 
you not think of it sooner? I shall ex- 
pect a buonamano, like a real guide, you 
know.’”’ 

‘**T will give it you in advance,’’ she 
said gayly, reaching forward and pretend- 
ing to hold a coin between her thumb 
and finger. 

Lynde caught her hand and retained 
it an instant, but did not dare to press 
it. He was in mortal fear of a thing 
which he could have crushed like a flow- 
er in his palm. 

The young man drew the reins over 
his arm and moved forward, glancing 
behind him at intervals to assure himself 
that his charge was all right. As they 
approached the summit of the mountain 
the path took abrupter turns, and was 
crossed in numberless places by the chan- 
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nels of winter avalanches, which had 
mown down great pines as if they had 
been blades of grass. Here and therea 
dry water-course stretched like a wrinkle 
along the scarred face of the hill. 

‘* Look at that, Miss Ruth!” cried 
Lynde, checking the mule and pointing 
to a slope far below them. 

Nature, who loves to do a gentle thing 
even in her most savage moods, had taken 
one of those empty water - courses and 
filled it from end to end with forget-me- 
nots. As the wind ruffled the millions 
of petals, this bed of flowers, only a few 
inches wide but nearly a quarter of a 
mile in length, looked like a flashing 
stream of heavenly blue water rushing 
down the mountain side. 

By and by the faint kling-kling of a 
cow-bell sounding far up the height told 
the travelers that they were nearing the 
plateau. Occasionally they descried a 
herdsman’s chalet, pitched at an angle 
against the wind on the edge of an aréte, 
or clinging like a wasp's nest to some 
jutting cornice of rock. After making 
four or five short turns, the party passed 
through a clump of scraggy, wind-swept 
pines, and suddenly found themselves at 
the top of Montanvert. 

A few paces brought them to the Pa- 
villon, a small inn kept by the guide 
Couttet. Here the mules were turned 
over to the hostler, and Miss Ruth and 
Lynde took a quarter of an hour’s rest, 
examining the collection of crystals and 
moss -agates and horn - carvings which 
M. Couttet has for show in the apart- 
ment that serves him as salon, café, and 
museum. Then the two set out for the 
rocks overlooking the glacier. 

The cliff rises precipitously two hun- 
dred and fifty feet above the frozen sea, 
whose windings can be followed for a 
distance of five miles, to the walls of the 
Grandes and Petites Sur- 
veyed from this heicht, the Mer de Glace 
presents the appearance of an immense 
plowed field covered by a fall of snow 
that has become dingy. 


Jorasses. 


The pecul- 
iar corrugation of the surface is scarcely 
discernible, and one nothing of 
the wonderful crevasses, those narrow 
and often fathomless partings of the ice, 


sees 
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to look into which is like looking into 

The first 
the cliff is disappointing, but presently 


a split sapphire. view from 
the marvel of it all assails and possesses 
one. 

‘¢ T should like to go down on the ice,” 
said Ruth, after revarding the scene for 
several minutes in silence. 

‘* We must defer that to another day,”’ 
said Lynde. ‘* The descent of the mo- 
raine from this point is very arduous, 
Be- 


do anything we ought to 


ind is seldom attempted by ladies. 
if we 
the 
way of the Mauvais 
that yet. 
and talk.’’ 
** What shall we talk 


sides, 
cross glacier and go home by the 
Pas. We will do 
Let us sit upon this bowlder 
about? I don’t 
feel like talkine.’’ 
**T ll talk to you. 
what. I will tell you a story.”’ 
‘* A story, Mr. Lynde? I like stories 
old. But I 


don’t like those stories which begin with 


I don’t know of 


as if I were only six years 


a little girl,’ who al- 
the little girl that 


‘Once there was 
ways turns out to be 
is listening.’’ 

‘¢ Mine is not of that kind,’’ 


Lynde, with 


replied 
a smile, steadying Miss 
Ruth by the hand as she seated herself 
bowlder; 


on the ‘and yet it touches on 


you indirectly. It all happened long 
ago.’ 
‘*¢ It concerns me, and happened long 


"9? 


aco? I am interested already. Begin! 


‘¢ Tt was in the summer of 1872. I was 
a clerk in a bank then, at Rivermouth, 
and the directors had given me a vaca- 
tion. I 


started on a journey through New Hamp- 


hired a crazy old horse and 


shire. I didn’t have any destination; I 
merely purposed to ride on and on until 
I got tired, 
The weather was beautiful, and for the 


and then ride home again. 


first three or four days I never enjoyed 

better life. The flowers 
were growing, the birds were singing, 
the 


myself in my 


—the robins in sunshine and the 


whip-poor-wills at dusk, — and the hours 
At night 
I slept in a tumble- down barn, or any- 
like a I had a 
brook a wash-basin and 
the west wind for a towel. 


were not long enough for me. 


where, born tramp. 


mountain for 


Sometimes 


of Sheba. [¢ Yetober, 
I invited myself to a meal at a farm- 
house when there was n’t a tavern handy; 
and when there was n’t any farm-house, 
and I was very hungry, I lay down under 
a tree and read 

*¢ Oh, that was just delightful!’ said 
Ruth, knitting the fingers of both hands 


in a book of poems.”’ 


over one knee and listening to him with 
a child-like abandon which Lynde found 
bewitching. 

** On the fourth day — there are some 
people crossing on the ice,’’ said Lynde, 
interrupting himself. 

‘¢ Never mind the people on the ice!’ 

‘¢On the fourth day I came to a wild 
locality among the Ragged Mountains, 


where there was not a human being nor 


a house to be seen. 


| h vd rot up before 
that and 
the smoke 
curling up from some kitchen chimney. 
Here, as I mounted 
dle-girth broke, and I jumped off to fix 
it. 


how, the horse gave a plunge, 


breakfast was ready morning, 


I was quite anxious to see 


a hill-side, the sad- 


Somehow, I don’t know precisely 
jerked the 
reins out of my hands, and started on a 
dead run for Rivermouth.’’ 

‘* That wasn’t 
gested Ruth. 

‘‘ Not a bit. I could n’t catch the 
animal, and I had the sense not to try. 
I climbed the hill and 


very pleasant,” 


sug- 


to the brow of 


was not sorry to see a snug village ly- 


ing in the valley.”’ 

‘¢ What villace was that? ”’ 

‘¢T don’t know to this day — with any 
I didn’t find out then, and 
learn. Well, 
I shouldered my traps and started for 


certainty. 
afterwards I did n’t care to 


the place to procure another horse, not 
being used to going under the saddle 
I had a hard time before I got 
that I shall not tell 
On my way to the village I met 


myself. 
through; but you 
about. 
a young girl. This young virl is the 
interesting part of the business.’’ 
‘¢ She always is, you know.”’ 

most beautiful creature 
She 


was dressed all in white, and looked like 


‘* She was the 
I had ever seen — up to that time. 
an angel. I expected she would spread 
wing and vanish before [ could admire 
her half enough; but she did not. The 
moment she saw me she walked straight 
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to the spot where I stood, and looked 
me squarely in the face.’’ 

‘¢ Was n’t that rather rude — for an 
angel?’ 

‘¢ You would n’t have thought so. She 
did it like a young goddess with the su- 
preme prerogative to flash herself that 
way on mortals by the roadside.’’ 

‘Oh, she was a young goddess as 
well as an angel.’’ 

‘* After she had looked me in the eye 
a second,’’ continued Lynde, not heed- 
she said — what 


said? ’’ 


ing the interruption, ‘* 

. ' 

ao you suppose she 
‘* How can I imagine ? 
*¢ You could not. 


Instead of saying, ‘ Good morning, sir,’ 


in a thousand years. 


and dropping me a courtesy, she made 
herself | and said, with quite a 


grand air, ‘ 1 am the Queen of Sheba!’ 


very 
Just fancy it. Then she turned on her 
heel and ran up the road.’’ 
‘¢ Oh, that was very rude. Is this a 
true story, Mr. Lynde? ’’ 
‘* That is the sad 
Ruth. This poor 
} 


reason, as I learned 


Miss 
her 
She 


part of it, 
had 


subsequently. 


child lost 


had wandered out of an asylum in the 


neighborhood. After a while some men 


came and took her back again, — on my 
horse, which they had captured in the 
road.’’ 

I am 


he poor, poor girl! 


for her to the heart. 


sorry 

Your story began 

like a real romance; is that all of it? 

It is sad enouch.’’ 
‘* That is a 


her afterwards.’’ 


Of course I never saw 


‘¢ But you remembered her, and pitied 
her? ’”’ 

‘* For a long time, Miss Ruth.’’ 
‘‘T like you for that. But what has 
You said ”? 


‘¢ The story touched on you indirect- 


? 


this to do with me? 


- sé Yes.’’ 

‘* Well, so it does; I will tell you how. 
This poor girl was beautiful enough in 
your own fashion to be your sister, and 
when I first saw you we 

‘¢ Monsieur,”’ said the guide, respect- 
fully lifting a forefinger to his hat as he 
approached, ‘‘ I think it looks like rain.’’ 

The man had spoken in English. Ruth 


The Queen of Sheba. 
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went crimson to the temples, and Lynde’s 
face assumed a comical expression of 
dismay. 

‘* Looks like rain,’’ he repeated me- 
chanically. “I thought you told me you 
did not understand English.’’ 

‘* Monsieur is mistaken. It is Jean 
Macquart that does not spik English.’’ 

‘¢ Very well,’’ said Lynde; ‘if it is 
going to rain we had better be moving. 
It would not be pleasant to get blockaded 
up here by a storm — or rather it would! 
Are the animals ready? ”’ 

‘¢ They are waiting at the foot of the 
path, monsieur.’’ 

Lynde lost no time getting Ruth into 
the saddle, and the party began their 
descent, the guide again in charge of 
the girl’s mule. On the downward jour- 
ney they unavoidably faced the preci- 
pices, and the road appeared to them 
much steeper than when they ascended. 

‘**Ts it wind or rain, do you think? ”’ 
asked Lynde, looking at a wicked black 
cloud that with angrily-curled white 
edees was lowering itself over the valley. 

‘* 1 think it is both, monsieur.”’ 

‘* How soon? ’”’ 

‘*] cannot know. Within an hour, 
surely.”’ 

“ Perhaps we were wrong to attempt 
going down,”’ said Lynde. 

‘¢ Monsieur might be kept at Couttet’s 
But, if monsieur 
wishes, I will vo on and tell the friends 


one, two — three days. 


of mademoiselle that you are detained.” 

‘¢ Oh, no!’’ cried Ruth, filled 
horror at the ‘*We must 
I shall not mind the rain, if it 


with 
suggestion. 
return. 

comes.’’ 

As she spoke, a loose handful of large 
drops rustled through the pine-boughs 
overhead, and softly dashed themselves 
against the rocks. 

‘Tt has come,”’ said Lynde. 

‘¢] have my waterproof,’’ returned 
the girl. ‘‘I shall do very well. But 
you’? — ; 

The sentence was cut short by a flash 
of lightning, followed by a heavy peal 
of thunder that rolled through the val- 
ley and reverberated for one or two min- 
utes among the hills. The guide grasped 
the reins close up to the bits, and urged 
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The 


sky cleared, and for a moment it looked 


the mule forward at a brisk trot. 


as if the storm had drifted elsewhere; 
but the party had not advanced twenty 
paces before there was a strange rust- 
ling sound in the air, and the rain came 
down. The guide whipped off a coarse 
woolen coat he wore, and threw it over 
the girl’s shoulders, tying it by the 
sleeves under her chin. 


‘“*Oh, you must not do that!’’ she 


cried, ‘‘ you will catch your death!” 

‘* Mademoiselle,’? he replied, laugh- 
knot to the 
‘*for thirty-eight years, man 


ing, as he gave another 
sleeves, 


and boy, I have been rained upon and 


snowed upon — and voila! ”’ 

‘*You’re a fine fellow, my friend, if 
you do speak English,’’ cried Lynde, 
‘*and I hope some honest girl has found 
it out before now.’’ 

‘* Monsieur,’’ returned the man, sign- 
ing himself with the cross, ‘* she and the 
little one are in heaven.”’ 

The in torrents; it 
pattered like shot against the rocks; it 


rain came down 
beat the air of the valley into mist. Ex- 
cept the path immediately before them, 
and the rocky perpendicular wall now on 
their richt and now on their left, the trav- 
elers could distinguish nothing through 
the blinding rain. Shortly the wind be- 
gan to blow, whistling in the stiff pines 
as it whistles among the taut cordage of 
intervals it tore 
along the salient ziezags and threatened 
The 


flashes of lichtning now followed each 


a ship in a gale. At 
to sweep the mules off their les. 
other in rapid succession, and the thun- 


der 


gorges. 


crashed incessantly through the 
It appeared as if the great cones 
and cromlechs were tumbling pell-mell 
from every direction into the valley. 
Though the situation of the three per- 
sons on the mountain side was disagree- 
able to the last extent, they were ex- 
posed to only one especial danger, — 
that from a land-slide or a detached 
bowlder At every ten steps the guide 
glanced up the dripping steep, and list- 
ened. Even the mules were not with- 
out a prescience of this peril. The 
sharpest lightning did not make them 
wince, but at the faintest sound of a 
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splinter of rock or a pebble rustling down 
the slope, their ears instantly went for- 
ward at an acute angle. The footing 
soon became difficult on account of the 

In spite of 
Ruth, Lynde 
could not help admiring the skill with 


gullies formed by the rain. 
his anxiety concerning 


which the sagacious animals felt their 
way. tach fore hoof as it touched the 
earth seemed endowed with the sense of 
fingers. 

Lynde had dismounted after the rain 
set in and was walking beside the girl’s 
mule. Once, as an unusually heavy 
clap of thunder burst over their heads, 
she had impulsively stretched out her 
hand to him; he had taken it, and still 
held it, covered by a fold of the water- 
proof, steadying her so. He was wet to 
the skin, but Ruth’s double wraps had 
preserved her thus far from anything be- 
yond the dampness. 

‘¢ Are you cold?’’ he asked. Her 
hand was like ice. 

‘¢ Not very,’’ she replied, in a voice 
rendered nearly inaudible by a peal of 
thunder that shook the mountain. A 
ball of crimson fire hung for a second in 
the murky sky and then shot into the 
valley. The guide glanced at Lynde, 
as much as to say, ‘* That struck.’’ 

They were rapidly leaving the wind 
above them; its decrease was noticeable 
as they neared the Caillet. The rain 
also had lost its first fury, and was fall- 
ing steadily. Here and there bright 
green patches of the level plain showed 
themselves through the broken vapors. 
Ruth declined to halt at the Caillet; her 
aunt would be distracted about her, and it 
was better to take advantage of the slight 
So they 
stopped at the hut only long enough for 


lull in the storm, and push on. 


Lynde to procure a class of coenac, a 
part of which he induced the girl to 
drink. 
fortable march. 

When Lynde again looked at his com- 


Then they resumed their uncom- 


panion he saw that her lips were purple, 
and her teeth set. She confessed this 
The rain had 
at length penetrated the thick wrappings 
and thoroughly chilled her. 


time to being very cold. 


Lynde was 
in despair, and began bitterly to reproach 





1877.] 


himself for having undertaken the excur- 
Mrs. Denham. Her pres- 
ence could not have warded off the storm, 
but it would have rendered it possible 


sion without 


for the party to postpone their descent 
until pleasant weather. Undoubtedly it 
had been his duty to leave Miss Ruth at 
the inn and return alone to Chamouny. 
He had not thought of that when the 
cuide made his suggestion. There was 
now nothing to do but to hurry. 

The last part of the descent was ac- 
complished at a gait which offered the 
cautious mules no chance to pick their 
steps. Lynde’s animal, left to its own 
devices, nib- 
But the road 
was not so rough, and the stretches pro- 


was following on behind, 
bling the freshened grass. 


tected by the trees were in good condi- 
tion. In less than three quarters of an 
hour from the half-way hut, the party 
were at the foot of the mountain, where 
they found a close carriage which Mrs. 
Denham had thoughtfully sent to meet 
them. with and 


sJenumbed the cold 


THE PROCESSION OF 
I suppose the little black boys who 


lamp-posts along the route of 


hang on 
a grand city procession are not the best 
reporters of the parade. They do not 
know the names of the officials, and they 
would be likely to have very vague ideas 
as to the number of minutes it took the 
procession to pass any given point; but 
nobody in all the crowd will have a more 
vivid impression of the trappings of the 
show, of the colors and the shapes, and 
I am fit- 
ted for a éhronicler of the procession of 
flowers in Colorado only as little black 
boys are for chroniclers of Fourth of 
July processions. Of the names of the 
dignitaries, and the times at which they 
reached particular places, I am sadly 


of the tunes the bands played. 


ignorant; but there is hardly a color or 
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cramped by riding so long in one posi- 
tion, the girl was unable to stand when 
she was lifted from the saddle. Lynde 
carried her to the carriage and wrapped 
her in a heavy afghan that lay on the 
seat. They rode to the hotel without 
exchanging a word. Lynde was in too 
great trouble, and Ruth was too exhaust- 
ed to speak. She leaned back with her 
eyes partially closed, and did not open 
them until the carriage stopped. Mrs. 
Denham stood at the hall door. 

‘¢Mr. Lynde! Mr. Lynde!’ she said, 
taking the girl in her arms. 

The tone of reproach in her voice cut 
him to the quick. 

‘¢ He was in no way to blame, aunt,”’ 
said Ruth, trying to bring a smile to her 
blanched face, ‘‘ it was I who would go.”’ 
She reached back her hand unperceived 
by Mrs. Denham and gave it to Lynde. 
He raised it gratefully to his lips, but as 
he relinquished it and turned away he 
experienced a sudden, inexplicable pang, 
—as if he had said farewell to her. 

Thomas Bailey Aldrich. 


COLORADO. 


a shape I do not know by sight and by 
heart, and as for the music of delight 
which the bands play, its memory is so 
vivid with me that I think its rhythm 
would never cease to cheer me, if I were 
banished forever to Arctic snows. 

The first Colorado flower I saw was 
the great blue wind-flower, or anemone. 
It was brought to me one morning, late 
in April, when snow was lying on the 
ground, and our strange spring-winter 
The 
flower was only half open, and only half 
way out of a gray furry sheath some 
two inches lone; it looked like a Maltese 


kitten’s head, with sharp-pointed blue 


seemed to be coming on fiercely. 


ears, —the daintiest, most wrapped-up 
little blossom. ‘*‘ A crocus out in chin- 


chilla fur,’’ I exclaimed. 
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‘¢ Not a crocus at all; an anemone,’’ 
said they who knew. 

It is very hard at first to believe that 
these anemones do not be long to the cro- 
cus family. They push up through the 


earth in clusters of conical, gray, hairy 
inch or 
the 


day, inches at 


and ope! 


the 


buds, cautiously, an 


two from vround, precis ly as 
but day by 


crocuses do: 


a time, the stem pushes up, until you 


suddenly find, some day, in a spot where 
. 


you left low clumps of what you will per- 


sist, for a time, in calling blue crocuses, 
creat bunches of waving blue flowers on 


to twelve inches 
larger and 
1! 


smalii 


slender stems from six 


high, the 
opened wider, till 


tulip cups, like the Italian 


blossoms er 


wn 


LOOK Ke 


they 
anemones 


A week or two later vou find at the base 


of these clumps a beautiful fringing 
mat of leaves, resembling the buttercup 
and 


These, too, 


away tron the 


leaf, but much more ds numer- 


ously slashed on the 
last, 


crow, at vround 


and wave in t air, and by the time 


they are well f e flowers 
have fone to l 7 


each stem flutte: 


feathery seed plum 


color, al t | 


most as 
itself. Thes al 

profusion on the foot-hills of the mount- 
ains t le wes lorado Springs. 
They crow eve along the roadside at 


Manitou. 


price s of fondness for certain localities, 


’ } : 
Chey have, apparently, Ca- 


with 
without a 


for you shall find one blu 
them, and another, near 
single flower. 

About the same time as the 


little 


anemone, 
or a before, comes 1e low white 
daisy, harbinger of spring in Colorado, 

This 
the 
and in 
thi k-set mats, the st« ms so short, you 


s is the epigzea in New England. 


ittle blossom opens at first, like 


anemone, close to the rround, 


can get the flower only by uprooting the 


whole mat. It has a central root like a 
turnip, from which all the mats radiate, 
Take 
five or six of these home, and fill a low 
dish with the 


blades of leaves will freshen and grow 


sometimes a dozen from one root. 


them, and little brown 


up like grass, and the daisies will peer 
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up higher and higher, until the dish 
looks like a bit of a waving field of 
daisies. 

Next after these comes the mountain 
hyacinth, popularly so called for no other 
reason than that its odor is like the odor 
of the hyacinth. 
It is the 


all our wild flowers, and yet it springs 


It is in 
ethereal 


reality a lily. 


and delicate of 


most 
up, like the commonest of weeds, in the 
commonest of places; even in the dusty 
edges of the streets, so close to the ruts 


that wheels crush it, it lifts its snowy 


chalice. On neglected opens, in path- 
ways trodden every day, you may see 
these lilies by dozens, trampled down; 
and yet at first sight you would take them 
for rare and fragile exotics. The blossom 
is star-shaped, almost precisely like the 
white jessamine, and of such fine and 
transparent texture that it is almost im- 
possible to press it; one, two, sometimes 
half a dozen flowers, rising only two or 
three inches high from the centre of a 
little bunch of slender green leaves, in 
blades the old-fash- 


ioned garden pink, £ cht 


like the 
green 


color. It is one of the st-looking 
blossoms. To see it as we do, vrowing 
lavishly in highways, trodden un ler foot 
of man and beast, is a perpetual marvel 


whicl * quite free from pain. 


three forerunners comes a 


creat outburst of flowering: yellow dai- 


sies of several v , yellow mustard, 
a fine feathery white flower, and vetches 
es, shapes, colors, more than 
count. And here | 


£ what happens in nooks and 


you can am not 


speaking 
corners of the foot-hills, in fields, or by- 
I am 


ways, or places hard to come at. 


speaking of what happens in the streets 
of Colorado Springs, along all the edges 

he sidewalks, in little spaces left at 
crossings, in unoccupied lots, in short, 
everywhere in the town where man and 
It is not the 


usual commonplace of exagceration, it is 


| 
his houses have left room. 


only the simplest and most graphic form 
of exact statement you can find, to say 
that by the middle of June the ground 
The vetches are 


is a mosaic of color. 


bewildering. ‘There are sixteen varie- 


ties of vetch which grow in one small 
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piece of ta ke -| ind between the Colorado 
ind the railroad station. 
ite, with purple markings, 
purple, and all shades of 

; some of them grow in spikes, stand- 
ing erect; some in scrambling and run- 


ning vines, with clusters of flowers: some 


with single blossoms, like the sweet-pea, 
They all lie 
7 


low, partly from the want 


and as varied in color. 
comparatively 
of bushes and shrubs to climb on, partly 
hecause they are too wise to go very 
far away from their limited water sup- 
ply in so dry a country; they must keep 
cround or choke. That this 


fie precaution on their 


close to the 
is f specific 
part, and not a peculiarity of their va- 
fact 


* cotton-wo d and 


rieties, is the that all 
along the 
willow c » same vetches 


crowing many feet into the 


air. just as they do in Italy, le: 
shrub to shrub, and 
invthing 

$y the thi ek 


added to 


ing from 
hold on 
in June, we have 
these brilliant parterres of red, 
purple, white, an 
the 


: : 
yellow in our streets 


superb : f the blue pentste- 


mon. This is a flower of which I de- 


spair idea to one a stranger 
lossoms are shaped like the 


to it. 


, 
common foxelove blossom; they grow 


on the stems in single, double, or triple 


rows, as may be. I have seen stems so 
tight packed with 


blossoms that they 


could not stand erect, but bent over, like 
a bough too heavily loaded with fruit. 

the blue pentstemon opens, it is 
a delicate pink bud; when it first opens 
as the 


it is a clear bright blue, as blue 


its tints change, some- 


$e ann ben mental 22 . 7 
times to a purplish-Dlue, sometimes back 


sky; day by day 


again towards its childhood’s pink, so 
that out of a hundred spikes of blue 
pentstemon you shall see no two of pre- 
the 


cisely same tint; when they are 


their deepest, most purple blue, they look 
like burnished steel; when they are at 
their palest pink, they are as delicate 


O New En- 


roping reverently among scat- 


as a pink apple blossom. 


elander, g 
tered sunny knolls wood 


and in moist 


depths for scanty handfuls of pale blos- 


soms, what would you do at such a ban- 
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quet as this, spread before you when- 


ever you stepped outside your door, ly- 


ing between you and the post - office, 


For, let me repeat, these 
flowers of which I have spoken thus far 


every day? 


crow wild in 


are only the flowers which 
our streets, and there are yet many that 


I have not mentioned: there is the dark 
blue spider-wort, which is everywhere; 
llow flowers and 


several y 


and there are ) 
one of pale pink and several of white, 
I recollect, whose names I do not know; 
neither do I 
shapes. 


know how to describe their 
[ am as helpless as the little 
black boy on the Fourth of July; I can 
the colors. 


describe only 


Leaving the streets of the town, and 
going southwest towards the foot-hills of 
Cheyenne Mountain, we come to a new 


show. As 


strike the line of the little 


and a daintier soon as we 


creek which 
we must follow up among the hills, we 
find copses of wild plum and wild roses 


in full bloom. The wild rose grows here 
i the 


England swamps. 


alder 
The 


each 


thickets, as black 


New 


trees are above your head, and 


in great 
crows in 
bough is so full of roses it would seem 
an impossibility for it to hold one rose 
We } 


wild home, by 
whole trees, and keep them in our rooms 


more. bear roses 
in great masses which will well-nigh fill a 
window. Ihave more than once tried 
to count the roses on such a sheaf in my 
window, and have given it up. 

Along the 


white daisies, and pink; vetches, 


banks of the brook are 
and 
lupines, white, yellow, and purple. The 
yellow ones crow in superb spikes, one 
and the 


ut branching plants, 


or two feet from the ground; 
white ones in gre¢ 
six or seven froma single root. On the 
first slopes of the foot-hills begins the 
gilia. This is a flower hard to describe. 
Take a single flower of a verbena cluster; 
fancy the tubular part an inch or two 
lone, and the flowers set at irrecular in- 
tervals up and down the length of a slen- 
der stem; this is the best my ignorance 
can do to convey the idea of the shape 
of the gilia. And of the color all I can 
say is that the gilia is what the bota- 
nists call a sporting flower, and I believe 


there is no shade of red, from the bright- 
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est scarlet up through pale pinks, to 
white, which you may not see in one half 
acre where gilias grow. It is a dancing 
sort of flower, flutters on the stem, and 
the stem sways in the lightest wind; so 
that it always seems either coming to- 
wards you or running away. 

There is a part of Cheyenne Mount- 
and one other have 


ain which | come 


to call ‘‘ our garden.’’ The possessive 


pronoun has no legal title behind it; it 
is an audacious assumption not backed 
by any squatter sovereignty, nor even 
by any contribution towards the cultiva- 
tion of the 
out the place, it has been mysteriously 


soil; but ever since we found 


worked ‘‘on shares’’ for our benefit; 
and as long as we live we shall eall it 
our garden. It lies five or six hundred 


feet above the town, four miles away, 
and has several plateaus of pine groves 
from which we look off into eastern dis- 
tances back of the sunrise; it holds two 


or three grand ravines, each with a 


brook at bottom; it is walled to the west 
by the jagged and precipitous side of the 
mountain itself. The best part of our 
‘* procession of flowers ’’ is always here. 
Here on the plateaus, under the shade 
of the pines, are the anemone in stint- 
less numbers, daisies, and kinnikinnick. 
In June the kinnikinnick vines are full 
of little pinkish-white bells, shaped like 
the winter-green bell, and as fragrant as 
the linnza blossom. Here are three low- 
growing varieties of the wild rose, none 
more than two or three inches from the 
ground: one pure white, one white with 
irregular red markings, and one deep 
pink. The petals are about one third 
lareer than those of the common wild 
rose. 
Here 


spots the white violet with a purple and 


are blue violets, and in moist 


yellowcentre. Here is the common red 
field lily of New England, looking in- 
explicably away from home among pent- 
stemons and gilias, as a country belle 
the 
purple clematis; a half-parasitic plant 


might in court circles. Here is 
this seems to be, for you find it wound 
up and up to the very top of an oak or 
cherry bush, great lengths of its stem 


looking as dead as old drift-wood, but 
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whorls of lovely fringing green leaves 
and purple cup-shaped blossoms burst- 
ing out at intervals, sometimes a foot 
apart. How sap reaches them through 
the cracked and split stems it is hard to 
see, but it does, for you can carry one 
home, trellis and all, set it in water, and 
the clematis will live as long as the oak 
bush will. 

Here is the purple pentstemon, never 
but a single row of blossoms on its stem, 
the 
geous of its family; this, too, has but a 


and scarlet pentstemon, most gor- 
single row of flowers on its stem; they are 
small, of the brightest scarlet, and the 


the 


other pentstemons, longer, slenderer, and 


shape is somewhat different from 
more complicated; they look like fairy 
I have 


seen the stems as high as my shoulder, 


gondolas hung by their prows. 


and the scarlet gondolas swinging all the 
way down to within a foot of the ground. 


Here 


flowering shrub, a rubus, I think I have 


are great masses of a delicate 


heard it called. Its flower is like a tiny 
single-petaled rose of a snow-white color; 
on first looking at the bush you would 
think it a wild white rose, till you ob- 
served the leaf, which is more like a cur- 
rant leaf. Here also are bushes of the 
Missouri currant, with its golden-yellow 
blossoms, exhaustless in perfume, and a 
low shrub maple which has a tiny apple- 
creen flower set in a scarlet sheath close 
at the base of each leaf, so small that 
half the world never discovers that the 
bush is in flower at all. Here are blue 
harebells, and Solomon’s-seal both low 
and high; and here is the yellow cinque- 
foil. In the moist spots with the white 
violets the 
and daintier than the Italian cyclamen: 


crows shooting - star, finer 
its sharp-pointed petals of bright pink 
fold back like rosy ears; 


dark-brown circle round a sharp needle 


in its centre isa 
point of yellow. There are many more, 
but of all the rest I will speak only of one, 
the great yellow columbine. This grows 
in the ravines. The flower is like our 
garden columbine, but larger, and of an 
exquisite yellow, sometimes with white 
in the centre. It grows here in such 
luxuriant tufts and clumps that you will 
often find thirty and forty flower stems 
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this 


name, 


springing up from one root. Of 
plant I 


which was told me only once, but I could 


recollect the botanical 
no more forget it than, if I had once sat 
familiarly by a queen in her palace, I 
could forget the name of her kingdom. 
It is the golden columbine of New Mexi- 
co, the aquilegia chrysantha. 

When we drive down from “ our gar- 
den’’ there is seldom room for another 
flower in our carriage. The top thrown 
back is filled, the space in front of the 
driver is filled, and our laps and bas- 
kets 


blosse ms. 


are filled with the more delicate 
We look 
our way to the ceremonies of Decoration 
Day. So we 


Decoration Days in Colorado Springs, 


as if we were on 


are. All June days are 
but it is the sacred joy of life that we 
decorate, not the sacred sadness of death. 
Going northwest from the town towards 
the mesa or table-land which lies in that 
direction between us and the foot-hills, 
we find still other blossoms, no less beau- 
tiful than those of which I have spoken: 
the wild morning-glory wreathes the 
willow bushes along the Fountain Creek 
which we must cross, and in the sandy 
spots between the bushes grow the wild 
heliotrope in masses, and the wild onion, 
whose delicate clustered umbels save for 
their odor would be priceless in bouquets. 
Yellow lupine, red gilias, wild roses, and 
white spireas are here also; and waving 
by the roadsides, careless and common 
as burdocks in New England, grows the 
superb mentzelia. This is a regal plant; 
a bluish- green, lone, 
the leaves of the 


the leaves are of 
jagged, shining, like 
great thistles which so adorn the Roman 
Campagn: 
feet 


branches freely; each branch bears one 


; the plant grows some two 


or two and a half feet high, and 


or more blossoms; a white, many-pointed 
starry disk, in its centre a wide falling 
tuft of fine silky stamens. Here also we 
find a large white poppy whose leaves 
much resemble the leaves of the ment- 


and in the open stretches beyond 


zelia; 
the creek, the ground is white and pink 
every afternoon with the blossoms of 
four-o’clocks. There must be several va- 
rieties of these, for some are laree and 


some are small, and they have a wide 
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range of color, white, pinkish-white, and 
clear pink. Higher up, on the top of the 
mesa, we come to great levels which are 
dotted with brilliant points of fiery sear- 
let every where; the first time one sees a 
scarlet ‘‘ painter’s brush ’’ (castilleia) a 
few rods ahead of him in the crass is a 
moment he never forgets; it looks like a 
huge dropped jewel or a feather fallen 
from the plumage of some gorgeous bird. 
castilleia 
here: one, of an orange shade of scarlet; 


There are two colors of the 


and the other of the brightest cherry 
red. But, 


it is not the mesa’s crowning glory: vivid 


beautiful as is the castilleia, 


as is its color, the pale creamy tints of 
the yucca blossoms eclipse it in splendor. 
This also is a thing a lover of flowers 
will never forget, — the first time he saw 
yuccas by the hundred in full flower out- 
of-doors. It grows in such abundance 
that in 
creen of its leaves cives a tone of color 


on this mesa winter the solid 


to whole acres. Spanish bayonet is its 
common name here, and not an inap- 
propriate one, for the long, blade-like 
leaves are stiff and pointed as rapiers. 
They grow in bristling bunches directly 
from the 
wide, and sometimes lie on the ground; 


root; the outer ones spread 


from the centre of this ‘* chevaux de 


frise ’’ rise the flower spikes, usually only 
three, from one 
thick 


with creamy white cups which look more 


one, sometimes two or 


to two and a half feet high, set 


like a magnolia flower than like anything 
else. I counted once seventy - two on 
a spike about two feet long. Profusely 
as the yucca grows on this mesa, we do 
not get so many of them as we would 
like, for the cows are fond of them and 
eat the blossoms as fast as they come 
out. Whata picture it is, to be sure, — 
a vagrant cow rambling along mile after 
mile, munching the tops of spikes of yue- 
ca blossoms. There ought to be some- 
thing transcendent in the quality of her 
milk after such a day as that. 

Beside the castilleia and the yucea, 
there grow on this mesa many of the 
vetches, especially a large white variety, 
which I have a misgiving that I ought to 
eall astragalus, and not vetch. 

The mesa slopes away to the east and 
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to the west; it is really a sort of cause- 


ve; on its sides are 


way or flattened rid 


inn merable sm ill nooks and h llows 
which, catching and holding a little more 
moisture than the surface above, are full 


of oak bushes, little 


bare slope s: in these grow several flower- 


ereen oases on the 


ing shrubs, spirewas, and others whose 


. 
names I know not. 
and 


Crossing the m u entering the 


foot-hills again, we to little brook- 


come 
fed glens and parks where grow all the 
flowers I have mentioned; yes, and more, 
for, I bethink me, I have not yet spoken 
of the white clematis, virgin’s bower, 


New En 


runs riot along every br 


is called in gland. This 


.ok-course in the 


ion, —this an the 


wild hop, the 


feath« ry clusters of the one and 


ereen tassels of the other 


the swinging 
twisting and intertwisting, and knitting 
everything into a tangle; and the 


blue 
it spaces in moist mead- 


» dainty nodding bells of the 


iris, also, in gre 


ows, and th 


wild flax a little farther up on the hills, 
and the yellow y’ pper, and the 
and t] 


core opsis, » mertensia, which has 


drooping spikes of small blue bells that 
are pink on the outside when they are 


folded up. 


yet others whi h 


And I believe that there are 


Ido not recollect, be- 


sides some whi h I re nem r too vacue- 


ly to deseribe, having seen them per- 


haps only once from a car window, as 


I saw a gorge ant on the Arkansas 


meadows, 01 . It wasa great sheaf 


. , . i" 
ot waving teathery spikes of yellow. It 


is true that a railroad train waited for 


me while I had this plant taken up and 
brought on board; I nursed it carefully 
with water and 


Pueblo to Colorado Springs, but it 


shade all the way from 
was 
and nol 


dead when I reached home, wocly 


could tell me its name. Afterwards a 


botanist told me that it must have been 
stanleya pinnatifida, but I liked my name 
for it better, 

If it 
the 


Springs, and 


golden prince’s feather 


were pos ible ever to weary of 


flora in the vicinity of Colorado 
to lor y for some new flow- 
farther 


ers. one need but go a few hours 


south to Canyon City, and he will strike 
an almost tropical flora. Here vrow 


twelve different varieties of cactus either 
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in the town itself or on the slopes of the 
hills around it; some of these varieties 
all bear brilliant blossoms, 


Here 


we have at 


are very rare; 
yellow, scarlet, and bright purple. 
! 


crow all the flowers which 


Colorado Springs, with many others add- 


ed. A short extract from a paper writ- 


} 


ten by an enthusiastic Canyon City bot- 
rive to botanists a better idea 


anist will 


of the flora of Colorado than they could 


vet from volumes of my rambling enthu- 


Slasm. 
‘* There is no pleasanter botanical trip 


in the vicini y of Canyon City than a 


walk beyond the bath-rooms of the hot 


springs to the gate of the mountains, up 


the canyon of the Arkansas, and to the 


top of the Grand Canyon, a distance of 


miles. The grandeur of the 


about four 
far mountain summits covered with eter- 
nal snow, the perpendicular cliffs over 
one thousand feet high, the creat river 
boiling and dashing along its rocky chan- 


nel, are sources of 


excitement nowhere 
else combined; but to any one interested 
in flowers, their beauty, their abundance, 


and the rare species that meet you at 
every step make the trip wonderfully in- 
teresting Here amone the rocks are 


the most northern known stations of the 


ferns pellwa wrightiana and cheilanthes 
the Grand 


eatoni, and on the walls of 


Canyon, more than a thousand feet above 
the river, grows the very rare asplenium 
septentrionale, which the wild bighorn 
or mountain sheep seem to appreciate so 
much that it is difficult to find a speci- 
men not bitten by them. The syringa 
(philadelphus microphyllus) is growing 
wherever it can find a foot-hold, and here 
and there is a bunch of the rare western 


Emory’s oak, that, like several other 


plants, seems to have wandered in from 
the half-« x plore d region of the creat Col- 
The lateral ean- 


orado River of Arizona. 


full of 


fallugia paradoxa, with 
its white flowers and plumed fruit, and 


where little 


yons are 


streams of water come dash- 
ing over the rocks and losing themselves 
New 
Mexico, aquilegia chrysantha, grows to 
The 


blue pentstemon, the brilliant gilia ag- 


in mist, the golden columbine of 


perfection. scarlet pentstemon, 


gregata, spiraas, castilleias, and hosts of 
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less showy but equally interesting plants 

available 

the 

leur of the scenery. 

of the four-o’clock 
All of the nyctag- 

inacez of Colorado are found about Can- 


occupy every piece of soil. 


The beauty of flora is as indescrib- 
able as the gran 

‘¢ The abundance 
family is noticeable. 
yon City, and some of them as yet only 
Most of 


them are very interesting, and their beau- 


in this part of the Territory. 
ty forms a very prominent feature of our 
Abronia fra- 


land, and 


flora in June and July. 


grans whitens whole acres of 
the large, conspicuous flowers of mirabi- 
lis multiflora are seen all over the town; 
opening their flowers late in the after- 
noon in company with the vespertine 
fresh bright 
during the most pleasant part of the sum- 
The Soda Spring Led 


which boils the cold mineral water, is a 


mentzelias, they are and 


mer day. , from 


locality rich in rare plants. Here grow 
thamnosma texana, abutilon parvulum, 
allionia incarnata, tricuspis acuminata, 
mirabilis oxybaphoides, ete. 

id The common 


very abundant around Canyon City and 


flowers of Colorado are 
in its vicinity. The monarda grows upon 
the mesas; 
the 
beautiful rosa 
the banks of the 
and astragalus are 


exquisite pentstemons adorn 
blanda and the 


brooks; more 


rosa 
irkansana are found on 
Arkansas; eriogonum 
numerous in species 
and numberless in specimens; the grass 
fields of Wet Mountain Valley are full of 
clovers and cypripedium, iris and lilies; 
the botanist wandering through the can- 
yons of the Sangre di Cristo range tram- 
ples down whole fields of white and blue 
The 


summits are covered with woolly-headed 


larkspur and delicate mertensia. 
thistles, phlox, senecios, forget-me-nots, 
saxifraga, and the numberless beauties 
of the Alpine flora. And besides all 
this, perhaps no locality in the world af- 
fords better opportunities to the collect- 
fill his beautiful 
and rare specimens easily and rapidly. 
The wealth of 


or to herbarium with 
foliage found in moister 


climates does not obstruct the view and 
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hide the more modest flowers, while the 
perpendicular range of nearly two thou- 
sand feet through which he may pass on 
his botanical rambles carries him from 
a climate as genial as that of Charleston 
to one as thoroughly boreal as that of the 
glaciers of Greenland.’’ 

Not the least of the delights of living 
in such a flower garden as Colorado in 
June and July is the delight of seeing 
the delight which little children take in 
the flowers. Whenever in winter I try 
to recall the face of our June, I think I 
recall the blossoms oftenest as they look 
in the hands of the school children. 
Morning, noon, and evening you see 
troops of children going to and fro, all 
the 
with them; 


carrying flowers; babies on door- 


steps are playing and late 
in the afternoon, as you drive through 
the streets, you see many a little sand- 
heap in which are stuck wilted bunches 
of flowers, that have meant a play gar- 
den all day long to some baby who has 
gone to sleep now, only to wake up the 
next morning and pick more flowers to 
make another garden. And among all the 
sweet sayings which I have heard from 
the mouths of children, one of the very 


sweetest was that of a little girl 


not six 
years old, who has never known any 
As 


soon as the flowers come she is impatient 


summer less lavish than Colorado’s. 


of every hour she is obliged to spend in- 
At earliest dawn she clamors to 


be taken up and dressed, exclaiming, 


doors. 


‘*T must get up early, there is so much 
to do to-day; there are so many flowers 
to be picked.’’ Coming in one day with 
full of had 
near the house, she them 


her hands flowers which 


grown gave 
one by one to her mother, crave ly eall- 
ing them by their names as she laid them 
in her mother’s hand. Of the last one, 
a tiny blue flower, she did not know the 
name. Looking at it earnestly for a mo- 
ment or two, she said hesitatingly, as she 
placed it with the rest, ‘‘ And this one 
—this— is a kiss from the good God. 
He sends them so.’’ 


H. H. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 
JOHN LOTHROP MOTLEY. 


FAREWELL, dear friend! For us the grief and pain, 
Who shall not see thy living face again; 

For us the sad yet noble memories 

Of lofty thoughts, of upward-looking eyes, 

Of warm affections, of a spirit bright 

With glancing fancies and a radiant light, 

That, flashing, threw around all common things 
Heroic haloes and imaginings: 

Nothing of this can fade while life shall last, 

But brighten, with death’s shadow o’er it cast. 


For us the pain: for thee the larger life, 
The higher being, freed from earthly strife: 
Death hath but opened unto thee the door 
Thy spirit knocked so strongly at before; 
And as a faleon from its cage set free, 
Where it has pined and fluttered helplessly, 
Longing to soar, and gazing at the sky 
Where its strong wings their utmost flicht may try, 
So has thy soul, from out life’s broken bars, 
Sprung in a moment up beyond the stars, 
Where all thy powers unfettered, unconfined, 


Their native way in loftier regions find. 


Ah, better thus, in one swift moment freed, 

Than wounded, stricken, here to drag and bleed! 
This was the fate we feared, but happy Death 
Has swept thee from us as a sudden breath 
Wrings the ripe fruit from off the shaken bough, — 


1 


And ours the sorrow, thine the glory now! 


How memory goes back and lingering dwells 
On the lost past, and its fond story tells! 


When glad ambition fired thy radiant face, 


And youth was thine, and hope, and manly grace, 


And Life stood panting to begin its race: 

Thine eyes their summer lightning flashing out, 
Thy brow with dark locks clustering thick about, 
Thy sudden laugh from lips so sensitive, 

Thy proud, quick gestures, all thy face alive, — 
These like a vision of the morning rise 


And brightly pass before my dreaming eyes. 


And then again I see thee, when the breath 


Of the great world’s applause first stirred the wreath 
{ Pi 
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That Fame upon thy head ungrudging placed: 
Modest and earnest, all thy spirit braced 

To noble ends, and with a half excess 

As of one running in great eagerness, 

And leaning forward out beyond the poise 

Of coward prudence, holding but as toys 

The world’s great favors, when it sought to stay 
Thy impulsive spirit on its ardent way. 


For thee no swerving to a private end; 

Stern in thy faith, that naught could break or bend, 
Loving thy country, pledged to Freedom’s cause, 
Disdaining wrong, abhorrent of the laws 





Expedience prompted with the tyrant’s plea, 
Wielding thy sword for Justice fearlessly, — 
So brave, so true, that nothing could deter, 
Nor friend, nor foe, thy ready blow for her. 


Ah, noble spirit, whither hast thou fled? 

What doest thou amid the unnumbered dead? 
Oh, say not ’mid the dead, for what hast 
Among the dead to do? 


thou 
No! rather now, 
If Faith and Hope are not a wild deceit, 
The truly living thou hast gone to meet, 


The noble spirits purged by death, whose eye 


O’erpeers the brief bounds of mortality ; 
And they behold thee rising there afar, 
Serenely clear above Time’s cloudy bar, 
And greet thee as we greet a rising star. 


W. W. 


Story. 


A NIGHT IN ST. PETER’S. 


A CARNIVAL afternoon in St. Peter’s, decide, as I say, upon passing the night 


when I had the church all to myself, 
so far as not having to share it with any 
save the proper haunters and denizens 
thereof, inspired me with a bolder con- 
ception, that of having the mighty basil- 
ica absolutely and altogether my own 
This was not a difficult mat- 
ter to accomplish. 


for a while! 
It was but to deter- 


mine to ‘‘make a night of it,’’ to bor- 
row a phrase from the jolly-dog vocabu- 
lary, which its proper owners would be 
rather surprised to meet with in its pres- 


ent connection. It was only needed to 


in the place, and the object was attained. 
To elude the observation of the vergers 
—or those, by whatsoever other name 
they may call themselves, who make a 
perfunctory perlustration of the build- 
ing before closing the doors at night-fall 
—is the easiest thine in the world. It 
would be very far from an easy thing 


lf that no living 


really to assure one’s se 
soul remained in the whole place, the 
facilities for concealment are so many, 
the space so vast, and so complete the 


impossibility of bringing the different 
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A Night in 


parts of it under the observation of the 
eye at the same time. 

No; that was not the difficult part of 
the matter. The difficulty was to make 
My no- 
tion is that a man ought not to venture 
on printing a capital ‘*1”’ 


up one’s own mind to the feat. 


unless he has 
made up his mind to be candid; and — 
candidly — I was very much afraid of the 
adventure I proposed to myself. What 
Ay, that was just the 


What was I afraid of? 


ly was not afraid of being discovered by 


was I afraid of ? 
rub! I certain- 
the verger, and by him ignominiously 
handed ”? for 


punishment, or p¢ rhaps being excommu- 


over to the ** secular arm 


nicated and cursed ‘‘ with bell, book, 


and candle ’’ by the ** spiritual arm ”’ act- 


ing in its own behoof. I certainly was 


rt of evil or harm 


might, or could happen to my 


not afraid that any 
would, 
person or its belongings from the hand 
of any human being. It was quite cer- 
Rome could 


absolute im- 


tain that in no spot of all 
one pass the night in su h 
munity from any such danger as with- 
Is of St. Pe ter’s. Di l I believe 
spiritual arm would take the 


matter so immediately 


in the wal 
that the 
into its own hand 
as to punish the heretic intruder by some 
inflicted after the 


ott’s L 


terrible buffet, 
of tha vy of the 
Last Minstrel, or that perhaps a colos- 
sal Pope the clock 
struck the witching hour of the nicht, a 
stone hand and 


the Commendatore in Don Giovanni, and 


fashion 


t described in ~ 
might stretch out, as 


huge arm, like those of 


thus wreak the vengeance of the church 


say that I had any 


I cannot 
ief that 


upon me ? 
l be 


at all likely to happen; and yet these lat- 


decick iny such event was 
ter suppositions more nearly ‘‘ harped 


my fear aright ”’ others. In 


fact, I was afraid of the tricks my own 


than ar y 


I knew that 
get the bit be- 
tween its teeth, there was no saying what 
not lead me. 


I was afraid of those vi- 


imagination might play me. 
if it was once suffered to 
a nicht’s dance it migh 
Yes, I confess 
vantic marble men who would share my 
vicil with me. 


The mosaic - work pict- 
ures, for some reason, gave me no al irm. 
There did not seem to be any greater 


probability, of their moving or playing 


St. Peter’s. [ October, 

But with 
and 
other- 
Yes, honestly, I was afraid, and 
a little afraid. 
the idea had once presented itself to my 


tricks by night than by day. 
that terrible population in bronze 
marble the case appeared to be 
wise. 
not Nevertheless, when 
mind, the temptation to put it into exe- 


cution was strong, and I determined to 


attempt the enterprise. It was far on in 
the spring, and I had nothing to fear 
from cold during the nicht’s vigil I pro- 
posed to myself. Not, indeed, that there 
would be much to fear in that respect at 
any time of the year, for one of the re- 
markable specialties of the huge church 
is the singular equability of its temper- 
It is never much 
too cold or too hot in St. Peter’s. It is 


too much a world by itself to take great 


ature at all seasons. 


heed of the alternations of 
that are the 


enormously thick walls. 


the seasons 
coing on on outside of its 

So the plan was conceived, and so 
it was executed, some five and thirty 
years ago, when Gregory XVI. was Pope, 
before 


the idea of a Vatican 


Council had been thoucht of, and before 


suicidal 


the snow had fallen on my beard; . 

also before that singular event, which 
happened a few years afterwards, the 
robbery of the jews led head of St. An- 
drew from the church; which, when it 
did happen, caused me to reflect that 
had I been found lurking so unwarrant- 
ably in the church at undue hours, it 
was possible that I might have been sup- 


posed to be act iated by some more gen- 


erally intelligible motive than a desire to 
pass an evening in the very select so- 
ciety to be found there. 

I had taken care to have a pair of shoes 
on which rendered my footfall as noise- 
less as that of a cat; and sauntering down 
towards the western door, as the light was 
fading and the last stragecling devotees 
seemed to be leaving the church, I placed 
myself in a dark corner of one of the 
colossal pilasters, and watched till the 
door should be shut, — not without some 
little palpitation of the heart, I confess. 
It seemed to me that I waited an inter- 
minable time, and I began to think that 
possibly the doors were left open all 


night. But at last an old sacristan, ac- 
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companied by a boy, wandered down 
the nave v ry 
the 
aisle, whereas 
to that on the southern side of the west 
front. I heard 
dull bang th ul 


The echoes in this vast building seem to 


slowly, and went first to 
the end of the north side 


I had posted myself near 


door at 


a grating sound and a 


wakened very little echo. 


live all too far off to be easily disturbed. 
And then the old man and his boy lounged 
ucross and pe formed the same operation 
on my side. A score or a couple of scores 
of people micht have remained in the 
church as easily as a single individual, 
for aucht that the 
The 


the jutting corners and re- 


old sacristan did to 
prevent them. depth of shadow was 
so protoun l, 
ceding nooks were so many and so dark, 


the distances so creat, 


as to have made 
it the easiest thine in the world to have 


dodged round { huge pier unperceived, 


if the sacristan had made any demonstra- 
But he 
As soon as he 
doors, he wandered back 
end of the 
the 
the centre 
the 


Then, cautiously advancing from 


tion of coming in that direction. 
did nothing of the 
had closed the 


towards 


sort. 


church, 
fald- 


of the 


the eastern 


and when he came near creat 
which stands in 


r ] 
stool, 


nave, he turned towards northern 


side. 
one pier to another, I contrived to keep 


him in view till I saw him pass through 


the small door under the 
Pius VII., in the 
which leads to the sacristy. I thought 
that he did door behind 
him; and possibly enough he or some 


. 1 
lai hay have 


monument to 
northern transept, 


not close that 


other offic been in the sac- 


risty all night. 
at a considerable distance from the body 
of the church, being separated from it by 


a long corridor, 


But that apartment is 


a distance quite sufli- 


cient to prevent any save a very great 


noise in the church from being heard 
there. 

So here I was in the full enjoyment of 
having St. Pete 


ly all to myself. 


r’s absolutely and entire- 
All to myself! At any 


[ and a pretty considerable party of 


rate, 
Popes, saints, and martyrs had it to our- 


It was Leo XII. who 


had been looking down on me in my hid- 


selves amongst us. 


I watched the old sac- 
ristan shutting the doors; Leo XII., an 


ing-place while 
4 ace, Lille 


St. Peter's. 411 


easy-going sort of Pope, and not far 


enough off from our own days to have 
much of romantic or mysterious interest 
attached to him. I afraid of 


him! Besides, he does not look awful, 


was not 


at all, but rather lumpy and sleepy as he 
sits up on his tomb there, much as he 
looked, I fancy, when sitting on a softer 
seat, before he ‘* passed over to the ma- 


jority.”’ Christina, whilom queen of 
Sweden, lay in her carved marble sarcoph- 


And though 


her majesty might well be suspected of 


agus, just over my head. 


being fantastic enough to be up to any 
frisky doings during the small hours, 
there is not enough of the awful connect- 
ed with her memory to render her, either, 

Be- 
all in 
I felt 


the solid marble behind me, as I stood, 


a very dread - inspiring neighbor. 
sides, she and I and Leo XII. were 


a snug corner there by ourselves. 


and was open to no surprises from the 
rear. It was the being out in the open 
space that was the awful thing, with your 
shoulders and blade-bones exposed to 
any mean advantage a ghost might be dis- 
posed to take of you behind your back. 
It seems to me that no part of one’s or- 
ganism is so sensitive to supernatural 
terrors as one’s blade-bones. One feels 


a constant necessity of looking over 


one’s shoulder to see that no awful pres- 


behind. 
In fact, I did not venture out into the 


ence is creeping upon one from 
vast empty spaces for a while, but re- 
mained, after I had watched the sacrist- 
an into his sacristy, near the great west- 
ern door, gazing in a sort of dreamy rev- 
erie right up the nave to where the lamps 
St. Peter 


burning always, by 


around the shrine of were 
burning brightly, 
night as well as by day. The twinkling 
and pulsing of the circular mass of light 
made it seem as if it were a living thing, 
the only thing that moved in all that 
world of the 


western door thus looking at the light in 


stone. I waited there at 
the far distance for a long time, I know 
not how long. I knew that I had many 
hours before me, and felt in no hurry to 
commence my wanderings over the creat 
spaces that surely must be spirit-haunt- 
ed if ever spot on earth were so. 

There was a strange, weird sort of 
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light in the church, and more of it than 
I should have expected. It was a per- 
fectly clear night and the moon was at 
the full; 


her pale beams streamed through the 


and an abundant white flood of 


plain glass panes of the ugly rectangular 
windows high up aloft, — ugly enough to 
be an unfailing eye-sore in the day-time, 
but well adapted for the admission of all 
the light the heavens could give. Ihave 
seen many a glorious Gothic church on 
the northern side of the Alps darker at 
midday than this Roman building under 
y the 
Yet the light came from so far above and 
the effect 


was not that of the usual strongly marked 


} 


a Roman sky was by moonlight. 


from so many windows that 
white stripes of moonlicht distinetly con- 
trasting with black masses of shadow, 
though there were plenty of such in the 
remoter corners of the church, but rath- 
er that of a generally diffused, strange, 
unlife- like luminousness, the pale, dim 
ghost of a dead day rather than live 


At last I to 


start on my long journey towards the 


moonlight. determined 
pulsing lamps that looked so far—oh, 


so very far —away from me. 

I do not expect anybody to believe in 
the 
the 
the 


environed me; but let any reader make 


exceeding awfulness of that walk up 
seemingly interminable nave, amid 
terrible weight of the silence that 
trial of the same Oxy rience, an ] he will, 


I am very understand what I mean 


sure, 


by the aw/fiu/ness of it. And the vastness 


of the deadly silent spaces seemed to be- 
come more and more oppressive the far- 
ther I got the 
nave. and 


then to turn shrinkingly round and peer 


out into the middle of 


empty Pausing every now 
into the obscure shadows under the great 
arches all sides, I got 
faldstool in the 


By that time the mass of light around 


at last to the 


middle of the 


on 


church. 


the shrine of St. Peter had resolved it- 
self into its component parts of individ- 
ual lamps, each flickering and pulsing 
and being sociable Ww ith its neighbor, and 
wholly refusing to take any cognizance 
of the flesh-and-blood intruder who was 
spying on their hour of privacy. 

I hardly know what motive induced me 


to kneel, as I did, at the great central 


St. Peter's. [ October, 
faldstool, exactly in the middle of it. 
It certainly was done with no idea of 
I think I was act- 
uated by a dreamy sort of notion of act- 
ing my part in the play; 


prayer in my mind. 


of taking pos- 
session of the marble world of which I 
was, for the nonce, sole lord; of fancy- 
ine how one of the real masters of the 
place, one of the Popes of the day when 
Popes were mighty, might have felt and 
acted. One! Ay, but which of the two 
hundred and sixty-two successors of St. 
Peter? 

What a procession of figures, trooping 
with their triple crowns and trailing long 
garments of priestly magnificence across 
does the 
thought picture to the eye of the mind! 
Two hundred and sixty-three, from St. 


the wondrous stave of the ages, 


Peter, so ready to draw the sword, to the 
feeble old man still busy there in the Vat- 
ican with the long, never-accomplished, 
never - abandoned fight for the subjec- 
tion of man 
thoucht, 
priesthood ! 


his mind, his body, his 
1: . 
his voods — 


In this, 
all the individuals of that far-stretching 


to the power of the 


and in this alone, 


line have been alike consistent, persist- 


ent, unchanging. Their vaunted semper 


et ubique is at least so far true. Always 
in every age, universally in ev ry clime, 
the subjection of mankind, 
has been unceasingly pursued by this 


vir- 


this obje t. 


wondrous line of crowned priests: 


tuously, and wickedly; with thoughts of 
the loftiest transcendental spiritualism, 
and with schemes of the lowest mundane 
cunning; by the means of asceticism and 
prayer, and by the unflinching ruthless- 
ness of persecution; by noble appeals to 
all that is highest in human nature, and 
by corruptest connivance with and use 
of all that is basest in it; by skillful ma- 
nipulation of the passions of the multi- 
tudes, and by crafty molding of the minds 
of kings; by awakening human hopes 
and ambitions, and by playing on human 
fears; by truth, and by falsehood; by 
humility, and by arrogance; by brazen- 
toncued assertion at one time, and by 
veiled reticences at another. 

The power of the keys! Only think 
what it means! Think what the meaning 


of those keys in the hand of that grim 
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old bronze idol who sits there a few 
yards from the spot where I am kneel- 
ing, and does duty for St. Peter, is to 
the minds of the simpletons who daily 
crowd to place their foreheads beneath 
his outstretched foot! 

I rose from the faldstool, as the thought 
passed through my mind, and approached 
the stiff, stolidly sitting ficure on its high 
pedestal. Artistic merit it has none, 
unless that peculiar expression of im- 
mense and changeless perdurance which 
this figure possesses in common with the 
well-known sitting statues of Egyptian 
the 
artist. Then, standing with my back to 
the pedestal, and looking along the nave 
garrisoned by its colossal figures of saints 


idols be attributed as a merit to 


either 
side, I eave the rein to my imagination, 


and martyrs in their niches on 
and pictured to myself this wondrous line 
of pontiffs passing up from the great 
western doors towards the dusky shad- 
ows at the eastern end of the church in 
long, silent procession. 

Of the first thirty in the line, occupy- 
first three 
all 
by the church to have died a martyr’s 
death. They still had in 
brance as mere names, and very shadowy 
Strange of 


them! Not the well-known papal names 


ing the centuries and nine 


years more, save two are recorded 


are remem- 


names. names, too, most 


There 
and IT., an 


all so familiar. 
is a Clement I., a Sixtus I. 
Pius [., 


rest 


with which we are 
Alexander I., a 
[., but all the 

miliar names; 


and an Urban 
are unfa- 
dim figures, of whom little 
can be known or 


strange, 


guessed, save that in 
those semi-barbarous and mostly fierce 
features the arrogant pride of the church- 
man may be traced, —the churchman 
who, though he was ready to die a mar- 
tyr to his belief in his creed, was equally 
ready to make any dissident from it a 
martyr to his unbelief! 

A hundred and sixty-one little known 
though all tiara- wearing ghosts have 
passed before there approaches one well 
known through every succeeding age, 
servus Dei, but holding his 
proud head superbly aloft, while the in- 
tensest arrogance flashes from his eye 
and his every step is planted on the 


Servorum 


St. Peter’s. 413 
stones as if it trod the necks of prostrate 
princes: Hildebrand, Pope Gregory VII. 
There is no mistaking him! One hun- 
dred and ‘seventy-fourth in the line came 


Adrian IV 


born and convent bred, who denied to 


the English Pope, peasant 


Frederick Barbarossa the kiss of peace 
and the imperial crown, because the em- 
peror refused (though he had kissed his 
foot) to perform the menial office of stir- 
rup-holder for him, — denied, nor would 
abate one jot of his pretension till the 
proud emperor had bent his pride to the 
prouder Pope! 
the line there came a 
majestic figure, Innocent III., the great 
reformer and high-handed controller of 
princes. 


One hundred and eighty- 


first in mitred 


His conception of the nature 
of a papacy and of the duties and privi- 
leges of the Pope was a grand and noble 
one. He was a man better fitted to rule 
men than any other existing at that time 
on earth. And to be ruled by him was 
good, but woe to the human being, or 
king or bishop, peer or peasant, who op- 
posed him ! 

Then with the two hundredth in the 
line, after along alternation of Gregorys, 
Urbans, and 


Innocents, Alexanders, 


came the first of a band of seven, all 
Frenchmen, the Popes of the time of 
“the Babylonian captivity,” semi-barba- 
rian barons who carried away the Holy 
See to Avignon. It was easy, methought, 
to note the breach in the line caused by 
the appearance of these stranger Popes! 
With all the diversity visible among the 
individuals of the other parts of the pro- 
cession, there was common to almost all 
of them a certain grace of carriage and 
3ut these French 
They 
seemed to be strangers to the place, and 


majesty of demeanor. 
Popes had nothing of the sort. 


walked with a self-conscious, aggressive, 
theatrical strut, that strove to compen- 
sate for the total absence of personal dig- 
nity. With the two hundred and seventh, 
Urban VI., the 
vious Italian character, and more Inno- 
Most of 
them were buried here, or rather in the 


line resumed its pre- 


cents and Gregorys followed. 
old church which occupied this storied 


ground before Nicholas V., at the be- 
ginning of the second half of the fifteenth 
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century, began the work of erecting the 
present fabric, which the menacing con- 
dition of the ancient basilica of Constan- 
tine, then in the eleventh century of its 
Most of 


them were buried in this their cathedral 


existence, rendered necessary. 


church; but in e 
their 


rest where they were at first placed. In 


ymparatively few cases 


were mortal remains allowed to 


most instances they were removed, after 
shorter interval, to other 
Nicholas was 


the 


a longer or 
churches within the « ity 


buried here, but the 


works he had 


turned 


progress of 


himself commenced soon 


him out of his grave; and it 
seems rather hard that he is not one of 
the Pop s who have been honored by a 
Peter’s. 


Indeed, the blindest hap-hazard seems 


monument in St 


to have decided which individuals of the 


long line of pontilts should be thus com- 


memorated. 1c remains of several of 


them still rest in the erypt, or ‘‘ grotte’’ 
of St. Peter’s as they are usually called; 
me few of these there are 


and to s« mon- 


uments in those subterranean vaults 


But putting these aside, the pontiffs who 

I ] 

have monuments in St. Peter’s are only 
— 


twenty in number; and it cannot be said 


that they are in any point of view the 


ereatest, or best, or most celebrated of 
the line. They are not even those whose 
pontificates were lone ones. 

Next to Nicholas V. walked the Span- 
III. 


marked, perhaps, by 


iard, Calixtus who bore a name 


more wid ly noto- 


of any other on 


Borgia, 


nepotism was rt sponsible for eternally 


rious infamy than t 
the roll of history: whose 
disgracing the papacy by the promotion 
of his nephew Roderick to the cardinal- 
ate. who afterwards became Pope, under 
the name of Alexander VI., by means of 
the purchased votes of a college of car- 
dinals which must have been utterly and 
shamelessly corrupt. Between the Span- 
ish uncle and nephew there come four 
Popes: Pius IL, Paul I, Sixtus 1V., and 
Innocent VIII. 


the earliest of the series who have mon- 


Of these the two last are 


uments in the existing church of St. Peter. 
Sixtus IV., one of the first of the pontiffs 
who carried the audacious and scandalous 
nepotism which has filled Rome with 


St. Peter’ s. 


[< Yetober. 


the palaces and names we now see there 
to a pitch of cynical church-pillage sur- 
passing even that of his predecessor Ca- 
lixtus, is the earliest Pope of the twenty 
whose monuments adorn the great basil- 
ica, and his tomb, in an artistie point, 
is perhaps the best in the whole church. 
It belongs to a period when the art of 
the architect and the s ulptor had not 
yet prostituted themselves to mere flat- 
tery of the vulgar vanity and ostenta- 
work of 


artists who belonged to a community not 


tion of the great, and it is the 


thus corrupted till a somewhat 


This monument to Sixtus TV 


later age. 
which is 
also that of his nephew, Julius IT., the 
differs wholly 


warrior Pope, hn concep- 


and 


ry other in the ch irch, 


tion from eve 


quite as markedly in style of art from 
except one, that of Innocent 


next in 


every other 
VIII., the 


which is the work of the same « 


succession of time, 
rreat art- 
ist, the Florentine Antonio Pollajuolo. 
Both 
but that of 


low | 


bronze; 


monuments are of 


Sixtus and 


these 
his nephew is a 
large altar tomb, 
isolated on the 
the Hol) 


nt VIIL is, singularly enough, com- 


ut very standing 


floor of the Chapel of 
that of In- 


‘| 
Sacrament; while 


noce 


posed of two bronze fie ires of 


I 
very nearly ‘n al, of 


the Pope, 
which one is 
umbent on a , while the 


ited, 


other 
with in his hand, in 
the ‘* Sacred Lance ’’ — that 


" 1 


is, the lance that pierced our Saviour’s 


is st 
memory Oo 
side on the which was given to 


cross 
Innocent by Bajazet Il. This repeti- 
tion of the figure to be commemorated, 
one representation being that of the liv- 
ing man, and one that of the same man 
dead, is, as far as my recollection serves, 
unique. 

the 


There is nothing very grand 


about work, but it is at least fre« 
from the offensively bumptious glorifica- 
tion which marks so many of the series, 
the 


which is the main characteristic of some 
The altar tomb 


and from exceeding lumpishness 
of the more recent ones. 
of the Della Rovere uncle and nephew, 
Sixtus IV. and Julius IT., is in truth a 
very fine work, simple and noble in con- 
ception, and very exquisite in skillful 
execution. 

After Innocent VIII. there comes the 
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portentous Borgia, Alexander VI.! Me- 
thought that the neighboring Popes in 
the ghostly pr 
shrank from 


ocession 
the man who had so in- 
delibly and irretrievably disgraced their 
church d the of 
Because is to be remem- 
bered that this miserable, crapulous old 
man, d h 


alone the aisle 


an dogmas it. Irre- 
trievably ! it 


branded wit stained 


sa: 
llible 


crime and 


by vices, was as personally infa 


pred 


as 
} 


any one of his ecessors or success- 


ors. Pius LX. cannot have caused to be 
true that which he has declared to be 
true. If it is true now that the pontiff 
is infallible, it cannot have begun to be 
IX. ~~ 2 
must have been equally true before; and 
the wretched Borgia 
infallible as any of 
infallibility is pr 


true when Pius 


so declared 


must have been as 
! But the 


licated only of the 


the line 


Pope’s declarat 


Be 


moral and relig- 
lexander VI.’s 
of 


ious truth 
declarations 


Only 


definitions moral 
truth! who have explored 
the darker reces of lesiastical his- 
of what 


Cece 
y can form a notion this 
‘ viceverent o 
was. He 


again, while on the 


el God upon earth ”’ really 


had committed again and 


yapal throne, crimes 


of the most d 


Y 
i 
] 
iG 


p 
k 


not 


estal ind, such as 
(God’s 
h to death on the galiows; 
and he was ste« 


to which no 


con- 
sign felons who are vicege- 
rents upon ¢ uri 
ped to the eyes in vices 
recent pa 

He 
n having had served to him, 
by a servant’ wine which had 
been drugged by 


y his directions for the 


ve can more than 
distantly allude. died at last by 
poison, fr 
mistake, 
purpose ot poiso! ing se veral 
to shar 
tive of the erin 


cardinals in- 
the 
e being to obtain the op- 
portunity of mak 


vited his hospitality, mo- 


more cardinals and 
pocketing the price to be paid for their 
rhis felon Pope was duly 
buried in St. Peter’s, 
uncle, Calixtus HI., bi 


sequently turned 


promotion ! 
in the tomb of his 

both were sub- 
a de- 
place ‘in the Aragonese 
ir Lad 


there 


out, and found 


finitive resting 
church of o 
Il. 


he marches on with martial stride, evi- 


y of Montserrat. 


Julius is no mistaking, as 


dently finding his long pontifical man- 
tle much in his way. He wears even 
the with 


triregno an air of 


cranerieé, 
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which tells plainly enough that casque 
and mail would be more congenial wear 
for him than priestly trappings. 

He is followed by a man as great a 
contrast to him as one Pope can well 
offer to both little 
fitted to be pris sts —let alone Popes 


another, being a 


as any mortal could well be. ‘Thanks to 
Raffael’s limning, there is no mistaking 
him 


either, the fat, sensual - faced, 


thick-lipped Leo X., the 


jov ial bon - vivant 


heavy-jowled, 


whose words, when 


his election was made 


known to him, 


were, ‘* Then, since God has given us 
the papacy, let us enjoy it!” 


he 


cultured, pagan - minded 


which aft- 
er his own fashion proceeded to do, 
the dilettante, 
Medici! 
who wrote to a literary bishop (one of 
the 


It was a cardinal friend of his 


group of scholars who 


that 
age famo 1s) becgi ig him for the love 
of heaven not the 


made 
to dream of 

Vulgate Bible; for that, as sure 
if he did, latinity 


spoil his Ciceronian style! 


is late, 
the detestable would 


And 


anecdote is thoroughly illustrative of the 


the 
spirit and complexion of the 
Italy among the hierarchy of the chure 
under Leo X. 


The next i 


times 


s a contrast to his prede- 


cessor again. As the jovial Medici rolls 


onward, with a twinkle in his eye, he is 
followed by a humble, meek - eyed 


i, aS- 


cetic-looking figure, who moves we arily 
beneath the great pontifical mantle, evi- 
dently finding it much too heavy for him. 
This is poor Adrian IV., the Flemish 
professor, to whom Rome and its pagan 
papacy was so strange, while he, with 
his one crown a day for daily expenses 
was so very strange and unsatisfactory 
to it! Poor Flemish Adrian, with his 
notions of priestly duty, in Leo X. 
Rome! 


s 


Less than two years of it was 


enough for him, and a great deal too 
the 
never since his day 
tried the experiment of electing a non- 
Italian Pope. 

Then we get back to a Medici again, 


-Clement VII.; and agai 


much for the purple princes of 


church, who have 


n we know 
the handsome, bad — thoroughly bad — 
face well, Raffael having immortalized 


it also. A different man, this, from the 





416 


other Medici, and probably a worse, 
Cruel, 


and only in 


though more of a decent Pope. 
hypocritical, sly, faithless, 
secret debauched, he has vices of a more 
ecclesiastical character than those of the 
first Medici Pope. He eathers up his 
long train cautiously as he walks in the 
line, allowing his footsteps to make no 
sound, glancing from under handsome 
brows to right and left, and tacking as 
he goes, to avoid the lone trailing train 
of the orthodox ecclesiastical vestments 
of his predece ssor in the procession. 
Next to him comes one of the most re- 
remarkable-looking 


—men in the whole line, Paul IIL, the 


markable — at least 
Farnese, the handsome, majestic, vener- 
old to all outward 
seeming the very ideal model of a Pope, 


able - looking man, 


decent in life, with a very: good notion, 


No- 


body ever heard of the Farnesi before 


too, of the duties of a sovereign. 
him; but the world will never cease hear- 
ing of them any more now, since that 
masterful old man used the whole power 
of the 1e placing of his 
family among the princes of the earth. 


papacy for tl 
Truly a superb old man, admirably got 
up for his part! 
earth! At confined his 


views and thoughts very strictly to the 


But God’s vicar upon 
all events he 


limits of his vieariate! 
He is the fourth of the twenty who 
have the 


present 


monuments in 
the 


church as it 
stands at 
which 


day; and that 


has been erected to him is, as 


becomes him, one of the most remark- 
able in the building, and occupies one 
of the most prominent sites in it, — on 
the right hand of the altar at the east 
end of the church, thus commanding the 
whole of the great nave. The monu- 
ment is by Guglielmo della Porta, and 
consists of a very majestic colossal fig- 
ure of the Pope, in bronze, sitting on an 
urn, with two not badly-conceived fe- 
male figures in reciining attitudes be- 
neath. 
dence, 


One, under the character of Pru- 
represents Giovanella Caetani, 
the mother of the pontiff; and the other, 
a figure of great beauty, uffder the name 
of Justice, immortalizes the celebrated 
loveliness of his daughter, Costanza Far- 
nese. Justice was nude; and in those 
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highly artistic- minded and very little 
ecclesiastically - minded days, nobody 
dreamed of objecting to this; but in later 
days, when the spirit of the times had 
become changed, it was found that this 
undraped figure was ‘‘not congruous 
with the sanctity of the place,’’ and Ber- 
nini received and executed an order to 
drape — and artistically destroy — the 
statue by a superimposed drapery of 
bronze painted, as near as possible, 
stone-color. 

Paul III. may be considered as mark- 
ing a turning-point in the spirit of the 
times, and, consequently, of the church. 
If not the last Pope who made the found- 
ation of a princely family the main ob- 
ject of his papacy, he was the last who 
aimed at using his power for the estab- 
lishment of his kin in the position of 
sovereigns. The history of the church, 
especially since the commencement of 
the fifteenth century, may be divided 
off into periods, notably under the in- 
But the 


differences have always been at bottom 


fluence of different tendencies. 


dependent on the one great difference 
between a church 


militant, 


triumphant and a 


church between a church in 


prosperity and a church in adversity, 


between a church feeling itself safe and 
a church in danger. To the old cynical 
proverb which places spaniels, wives, 
and walnut-trees in the same category, 
as objects always improved by castiga- 
tion, a church may unquestionably be 
added: ‘* the more you beat it, the bet- 
ter it be!’’? After Paul III. the 
church began to be ‘‘ beaten,”’ and a 


marked improvement was the result. 


will 


Sixtus, the ambitious and greedy monk; 
Alexander, the infamous, crime-stained 
Borgia; Julius, the mailed man of vio- 
lence, masquerading in priestly vest- 
ments; Leo, the pagan-minded voluptu- 
ary; Clement, the shuffling, faithless, 
trimming politician; and Paul, the carver 
of principalities from out of the patri- 
mony of the church, had sown the whirl- 
wind, and their successors had to reap 
the storm. And accordingly they were 
better, or at least more popely Popes. 
There walks, two hundred and thirty- 
first of the line, the tall, slender figure 
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of Paul IV., the Neapolitan Caraffa, 
every inch a priest, every in h a Pope, 
Who can doubt 


man, and the gait and 


and every inch a bigot. 


it to look at the 


carriage of him Upright as a lance, 


and with his fast-extenuated body not 
upheld by bodily streneth but sustained 
by intensity of will and boundless pride 
des p-set fic ry eye, look- 
ly, 


hol- 


his macera- 


} 


yt plac e; witli 


ing not so much upwards as anxious 


eagerly, forwards; with 


low cheeks, the evidence of 
he walks with firm and haughty 


tions, 


iless to himself and to 


ste p, a 


all others ‘‘ for 


man ner 
the glory of God,’ a 
Christian priest with the principles and 
und 
the prophet 
fidel hosts with 


passions methods of a fanatic fol- 


lower of striding over in- 


the sword in one hand 
and the Kon th 

The stout large n 
and 


Pius IV. a Me 


florid 


1) 
who follows 


in with face 


licht e eve him is 
F} yrentine 
ig toa Milanese family, 
ly, if at 
it. A decent Pops 
deal more of this world than of the 


and of 


dici, not of the 
stock, DUE Del 


very distan all, connected with 


. who thoucht a eood 


next, 


his city of Rome than of the 
. 


universal church, he looks around him, 


as he walks, with lively interest at the 


completion and beautification of the great 
church, a 


He is 


ble 


on plishe d since his day. 


followed by a more remarka- 


man, indeed of the noticeable 


ficures in the lone, long line, — another 


a Pop as the 
church es in times of difh ulty 


and danger, the stern Dominican monk 


and proud Ghislieri, 


Pius V 


times whom the 


Inquisitor, 


Pope 


the only 


pontiff of modern 


church has canonized. 
To find another saint among the succes- 
sors of St. Peter, the seeker must go back 
to the thirteenth century. To the ruth- 


less, indefatigable, s« 


of this Dominican 
the total extinction of the last glimmer 


arching persecution 
monk-Pope was due 
of the Reformation in Italy. The work 
was 80 thoroughly and complet ly done 
that of large and 


certain books, known to have been ex- 


numerous editions of 


tensively circulated among all classes of 
the people, not one copy can now be 
found 
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in existence. 
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obscure hiding-places, from the corner 
of the merchant’s private desk, from be- 
neath the linen store in his wife’s cup- 
board, they were all successfully hunted 
out and burned. 

Ghislieri is in turn followed by a very 
grand-looking old figure of a man, carry- 
ing an hour-glass in his hand, Gregory 
XIIL., the the 
The Romans loved him as much as they 
had hated He 


was an open-handed, liberal man, and 


reformer of calendar 


his fierce predecessor. 
showed himself much to his subjects, 
riding frequi ntly about the city and its 
neighborhood; being ‘‘ of such extraor- 
dinary agility that he used to mount his 
horse without assistanee.’’ He made a 
league with Philip I]. of Spain against 
Elizabeth of England, 


be no objection to his doing, seeing it 


which there could 


probably amused him, and certainly 


He is the fifth Pope 


monument in the 


could not hurt her. 
who has a 
church. 


This Gregory was succeeded by ons 


present 


of the really most remarkable men in the 
Sixtus V., the peasant’s 
This was the Pope who astonished 


the cardinals who had elected him, under 


whole series, 


son. 


the impression that he was a tottering, 
bent old his 
crutch, raising himself to his full height, 
and ‘ 


man, by throwing away 


intoning”’ a hymn in a strong 
he was elected 


His reply to some one who ventured to 


bass voice as soon as 


speak to him of his greatly changed ap- 


pearance from the days when he was a 
cardinal is well known: ‘* Ay! Then J 
was looking for the key s of Paradise, and 
soucht them with bent back and down- 
ward k. But 
them I 


loo now that I have found 
have 


no more need of anything on earth.”’ 


look heavenwards, and 
And on that same day of his elevation, 
when it had been the habit of previous 
Popes to throw open the prisons, he re- 
fused to do so, saying that there were 
more than enough malefactors at large, 
and caused two brothers, caught in do- 
ing a little highway robbery as they re- 
turned from Rome, where they had been 
to see the ceremony of his installation, 
to be forthwith hung. In a very short 
time he made it safe to walk the streets 
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full of gold at 


a pocket 


the 


with 


, whereas city and the en- 
had been before so overrun by 
bandits of every sort that robbery in the 
the 
made himself respected, if 
dl the 


be r 


streets of was 


not loved, by the Ron 


city i. daily oceur- 
rence 
sii red 


ckoned 


must always 
of the vreat Pi pes 
After him come three 
Popes: Urban VIL, who 

thirteen days; ty 
} 


reigned a 


college, and 


as on 
mere names ot 
reigned only 


XIV., 


onths (b it 


in \ 
who 
little 
who, neverthel > 3 é ionument in 
St. Peter’s, bein 
Popes so honore 


who reigned only 


the sixth of the twenty 
nd li iocent >: a 
nths 


d); a 


two m 


Then came Aldobrandini, the Floren- 


reigned over thir- 


ereat mark. The 


tine, who, thouzh he 


teen years, has left no 


history of his pontificate is an indication 
that a eradual 

Europe and over the church, the result 
j he doings of the 


yper care ol their eccle- 


ie change was con ing ove! 


of which was to c¢ 
Pop sto th. pr 
siastical office and rule of their own 
ich © 


little principality, to a n reater de- 


gree than had heretofore been the case. 
Next XI., a third 


Medicean Px pe, who, thouch he reigned 


to him came Leo 
over the church only twenty-seven days, 
yet has one of the most sumptuous mon- 
Peter’s, the result of Flor- 
entine wealth. He had been sent, when 
cardinal, to France by Clement VIII., 


absolution to 


uments in St 


to impart the solemn papal 
Henry IV., 
had 


a 


wh n that * vert calant ”" 
discovered that Paris was well worth 
And ala lief on the 
on which the fig 


seated, represents this ceremony. 


mass. ‘ve bas-ré 


urn, ire of the Pope is 
Two 
statues of Fortitude and Abundance, the 
first by Ferrata and the second by Peroni, 
the The 
hases hese are adorned with groups 
ot ‘ Sie florui,’’ 


in reference to the very transitory nature 


- e3 
are one on either side of urn. 
of t 
roses, with the legend 
of his vreatness. 


Paul V., the 


whose name is mainly remembered from 


Borghese Pope, follows, 
the still extant results of the immense 
riches which he heaped on his family. 
Then, after the short and unimportant 
n of Gregory XV 


reig comes another 


St. Peter's. [( \ctober, 
of the creat family-founding Popes: Bar- 
Urban VIII. The 


magnificent bronze erection over the 


berini, or enormous 
and 
central altar of the church is one 
and he has ¢ 


other opposite to that of Paul III., : 


creat 


monument to this Pope; 


the east end of the building, this and 
that to Paul the Farnese occupying the 
two most commanding positions in the 


church. 


by which this Barberini Pope is remem- 


But the principal monument 
bered and will be remembered is the well- 
known pasquinade, ‘* Quod non fecerunt 
Bar that 
which the barbarians abstained from do- 
that is, 


bari, id fecere Barberini,’’ 


ing, the Barberini did; the mon- 
uments of ancient Rome which the hand 
of the bi 


creed of the Barberini destroyed; pillag- 


whbarian invader had spared, the 
nze from the Parthenon, and mar- 
the 
boastful 


All over Rome may be seen 


Coliseum, for the ers ction 
to 


bles from 


their edifices their own 


vainglory. 
the bees of the Barberini arms, marking 
the 


some all devouring Marquis of Carabas, 


enormous greed with which, like 


they put their paw upon everything they 
The father of Urban VIII. 


Tuscany, 


could clutch! 


was well-to-do peasant in 


from the pleasant little town of 
The 


f his small possession — still held 


not far 
Colle, 


name ¢ 


between Siena and Florence. 


by his descendants— is La Tafania, not 
very flatts ing 
hors« -fly. But as three 
an agreeable suggestion, they were 
How the 


we had learned, in the 


ly named from tafana, a 


horse-flies were 


not 


changed into three bees. 
Popes of that a 
words of Leo X., 


may be seen to the present day by who- 


to “enjoy the papacy 

so views the enormous pile of the Bar- 
berini palace, looking over Rome from 
t hill. Vill. the 


eighth of the twenty Popes whose monu- 


its pleasan Urban is 
ments are now in St. Peter’s. 

The others are, Alexander VIL., Chi- 
1667; Clement X., Altieri, ob. 
Innocent XI., Odesealchi, 
Alexander VIII., Ottoboni, ob. 
1691; Innocent XII, Pignatelli, 
1700; Clement XI., Albani, ob. 
Benedict XIV., Lambertini, ob. 
the correspondent of Voltaire; Clement 
XIIT., Rezzonico, ob. 1769, whose mon- 


gi, ob. 
1676; 


1689; 


ob. 


ob. 
1721; 


1758, 
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Canova is the finest in the 


Pius VL., 1799, 


victim of Napoleon, whose kneeling 


ument by 
church ; ob. 
the 
statue, also by Canova, is one of the best 
in St. Peter’s; 
VII., Chiaramonti, ob. 1823, 
ument by Thorwaldsen is not 
specimen of that great s« ulptor’s 
genius; Leo XII., Della Genga, ob. 1829; 
and lastly Pius VIII., Saverio, ob. 1830. 


It was ¢ 


Braschi, 


pieces of sculpture Pius 
whose mon- 
a tavora- 


able 


ious to observe, as the latter 
part of long procession followed the 
steps ol its predecessors into the dark- 
ness be altar at the east end of 


the chi 


yond the 
how accurately the appear- 
seventeenth and eighteenth 
to the his- 


ance of the 
century Popes corresponded 
tory of their times. 
the martyr P. 


They were no longer 
pes of the first part of the 
vast line: no longer the mailed baron 
Pop s who succeeded to them; no long- 
er the monstrously profligate, criminal, 
or voluptuary Popes of the Renaissance; 
the 
followed when the time of struggle came 


to the church, b old- 


gentleman Popes, whose main care was 


no longer fanatic bigot Popes who 


ut quiet, easy-going, 


handsomely to feather their own nests 
those of their kin. If could 
look to the bottom of their hearts, 


would prob 


and you 
you 
bly find that they did real- 
ly, truly, and practically believe that a 
Pope at Rome was a necessary, most im- 


portant, and God - ordained portion of 


the cosmovony; that this was somehow 


clearly shown to be so from the venera- 
ble antiquity of the institution; and that 
they, each man of them, were perform- 
ing a lofty and virtuous duty in drag- 
ging that long tail of a mantle decorous- 
ly behind him, and making at due inter- 
signs and movements with 

As for all the 


all the mass of ‘* doctrines,’’ 


vals certain 


their fingers. rest, for 
you would 
find that they really and truly did be- 
lieve that it was good and useful that 
be Upon the 


whole, though the unity of the ceneral 


they should believed. 
aim of these two hundred and sixty men 


through nearly nineteen centuries is a 
wonderful phenomenon to contemplate, 
yet the differences, not between man and 
man but between different parts of the 


processional line, were perhaps yet more 
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striking. Truly the church is semper et 
ubique the same as regards what it wants 
of mankind 
truly Protean as regards the means and 


and of the world; but it is 
methods by which it seeks to obtain this, 
in the characters of the instruments it 
employs, and in the words and professions 
it addresses urbi et orbi. 

The line my ‘‘ thick-coming fancies ”’ 
had thus taken had not 
fool the 


been of a nat- 
ure to 


affright. 


vain 
The historical phantasmagory 


imagination with 
which my mind, quite as much willing- 
ly active as passively acted on by the 
genius loci, had conjured up was of too 
concrete, real, and genuine a sort to ally 
itself with the ‘‘airy voices ’’ and vague 
terrors which often make such situations 
terrible to persons, who are none the 
less utterly ashamed of their terrors. 
And when I pictured to myself the last 
of the procession, poor old good-natured, 
bottle - nosed Gregory, the worst scan- 
dal against whom consisted of somewhat 
spiteful hints of an overfondness for a 
class of champagne, bringing up the rear 
with shambling gait, —a rather ‘+ lame 
and impotent conclusion ’’ of such a 
mighty line, — and vanishing in his turn 
into the darkness, I sat myself down 
very tranquilly at the base of the bronze 
old idol, a Jupiter turned into a St. 
Peter, and fell to meditating on the prob- 
abilities of future extension of the line 
I had been mentally looking at. 

No, it is not over yet. The vain, weak 
man whom the strange circumstances of 
his time were leading to play such fan- 
tastic tricks as would make the gravest of 
those predecessors of his assuredly lauch, 
this poor Pio Nono, would not be the last 
The church, 


in whatever strangely changed circum- 


of the wonderful series. 


stances, would still be semper et ubique 
the 
wavering determination to dominate man- 


same, in the essential of a never- 
kind by virtue of man’s, and yet more 
of woman’s, ignorance and superstitious 
fears, — his spiritual ignorance and its 
And 


it may be feared that the world has yet 


necessary resulting spiritual fear. 


some way to make before these mate- 
rials of church domination will be found 
wanting to priestly hands. 
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Thus meditating tranquilly enough, | 
fell into a sound sleep, sitting at the foot 
of =t. Peter’s pede st al, till | vas startled 
sudden wakefulness and little 


no 


into 
alarm by a loud bang in a distant 


of the edifice. 


part 
I 


It was occasioned by the 


opening of the creat door at the west end 


of the church. The sacristan had fort- 
in coming from the 


unately, sacristy fon 


the purpose, passed down the northern 


CRUDE AND 


cu rio “us 


CURIOUS INVENTIONS 


Inventions. [ October, 
hureh, without observing 
morning light the 
of the pedestal on 


the other side of the huge nave, scarcely 


figure 


hed at th 


crou foot 
more than a speck amid the immensities 
and I had no difficulty in dodg- 


ing be hind thi 


around; 


limimense piers on my way 
door, aped 


into the piazza none the worse for my 


to the western whence I es 


night in St. Peter’s. 


T. Ade 


AT THE CENTENNIAL 


EXHIBITION. 


in the previ 


ation of the 


(2.) Rea, 
Having considered, 
] 


cle, 


is arti- 
implements for the cul 
soil, we now come to those tor rathe ring 
and for preparing it 


1 
A subsequent 
A 


ised in the care 


the crop of grain, 
for domestic use. article 


will treat of implements 

and treatment of special crops. 
In Africa and Asia in 

seems to have be en dei 

two or three thousand years past 

ilar tools to those whi h re uped the w 

in the time of Joseph are still used in 


the valley of the Nile: 


which is the 


the culture of rice, 
creat food staple of tropical 
and semi-tropical Asia, is pursued in the 
same way that it was at the earliest his- 


toric period; the mode of thrashing in 
Syria is like that practiced when Ornan 
the Jebusite had 
the hill, and sold it to Davi 
dred shekels of gold; the h 
in Africa and Asia is li 


Samson ground in the prison-hous 


his 


thrashing-floor on 
’ 


for six hun- 
ind-mill used 
e that with which 
the 
implement used for preparing food in 
Arabia 


the tribes in the wilderness beat the man- 


is the same as that with which 
na in mortars, treating it as customary 
with grain to prepare it for baking in 
pans or in the ashes; the olive presses 
yet in vogue in Judea are unchanged 


since the time when Solomon agreed to 
give Hiram twenty thousand baths of oi 
in exchange for skilled labor upon his 
temple and palaces. The list might be 
readily exten 

The 1 
but few. 
landish contrivance r euttin: 


] ] 
looks much 


though if like what Samson 
wielded when he smote 
heaps’? at Lehi. Figur: 


vrass cutter, or reaping hook, 


or Reaping Hook 


Grass Cutter 


nal Museum Exhi 


made by a Caddo Indian from the lower 


jaw of an antelop (Anti ocapra Amer- 
icana). It is lashed to a bent sapling, 
and would make a reasonably good club 
after the harvest. 

A still more primitive and much more 
agreeable mode of harvesting is pursued 
in Araucania, where the grain is gath- 
ered by hand, a young man and woman 
carrying a basket between them, pluck- 
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the 


grains on the backs of the young man’s 


ing the ripe ears, and rubbing out 
hands. 

on our way to Japan, we 
knife 
tortoise-shell tied 
rhe island 


Taking Fiji 


may state that the used in that 


is ite ot 
the end ol 


on to a pole. 


yields no metal. 
The rice sick f 


in Figure 


Japan are shown 


blade of one belng 


+ 


at » with the 


a smalit an 


handle than the one 
has a smooth edge, the other 
i sickle. They ap- 

iwkward to us, 


sembie our 


own 
sickle than the Angola tool 
(Ficur 


SICK IE 


Japanese 
with the 
blade below t 

represe! 

monument 
Roman 


Hainau 


lata. A 

lin Holland 
esent time, has 
sentation of the 
in the upper illustration 
So the 


» shape is both an- 


was lone ago used in 


Asia. 


knife 


in Europe and 
; 


a iong- handled 


eds which have their roots 
leep beneath the surface of 
the water. This enables the 
man to reach down and cut 
the stalks near the crown 

The Japan- 
showed the 


ese exhibit man- 


ner of weaving the reeds 


into matting. 





Before leaving Japan we 


may mention — simply as 


a matter of curiosity, not 
— that the 


have a 


for its crudeness 
Japanese reaper, 
like what is known in this country as 
- head p** 


cvathers the heads of the erain, leaving 


which sweeps along and 


the straw. A similar instrument, with 
a comb (va//um) in front of a cart (vehi- 
culum), is described in Pliny’s Natural 
Palladius in his De Re 


Rustica, in the first and fourth centuries 


History, and by 


Anno Domini, respectively. 


and Curious Inventions. 


The Chinese use a crooked knife in 
the reaping of rice, which they dibble, 
six grains in each hole, and cultivate in 
stools that are cut sing! 

131 is 


(ani-ani), a 


Figure the Javanese reaping 


knife instrument of 
peculiar shape, held in a 


With = 


individual ear of 


particular manner. 

it each 

rice is cropped off sepa- 
| | 

lt isa slow opt ra- 


the 


rately. 

tion, but natives per- 
sist in it for superstitious 
reasons. ‘They told Sir 
Stamford Raff 
ure crops would otherwise 


i 
] 
i. 


+s that fut- 
be blaste« — 
The Singhalese reaping knife (quygou- 
kopa va-dakat) is a curved serrated sickle, 
straighter in the blade than our own, but 
immeasurably superior to the Javanese 
implement. 
sickle of 


Angola 


in Figure 132, which re presents 


The erass cutter or 
is shown 
t 


one of a set ol tools 


found in a miner’s 
camp when the Por- 
tucuese invaded the 
country ; itis of steel, 
in a wooden handle, 
and was shown in the 
Portuguese colonies 

j exhibit in the Agri- 
~ cultural Building. 

The 


entaria or falx mes- 


(Fig. 13% 
Angola 
Colonies Ex! t m 


Roman. stra- 
soria was nearly the shape of the mod- 
ern reaping hook. 

There modes of 
thrashing grain, and most of them were 
We 


illustrations from Japan, Tunis, Java, 


are several crude 


exhibited at the Centennial. have 


and China. The modes are the flail, the 
tramping of cattle, the sled, and the comb: 
the beating with a rod, the rubbing with 
the hands, and the flogging of handfuls 
of the cut grain against a post are prim- 
itive enough and crude enough, but not 
sufficiently ingenious to merit or require 
illustrations. 
The description in Isaiah xxviii. 

28, will apply just about as well to mod- 
ern Syrian methods as to those of the 
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Though 


the knowledge of the translators in re- 


time when the prophet wrote. 


spect to Eastern bread grain and meth- 
ods was a little at fault, we can discover 
in the description the flail, the drag (¢ra- 
ha, tribulum), the roller sled (plost 


Punicum), and the tramping by cattle. 


um 


Japan showed the flail: like the Eu- 
ropean and American instrument it con- 
the hand-staff and the 


connected by a piece of whang. 


sists of souple, 


The 


(Fig. 133.) Japanese Flai 
English implement, however, has one 


the American 


the souple of 


feature that neither nor 
the Japanese possesses : 
the English flail is connected to 
piece, ealled a hooding, on the end of the 

The 


Romans used a rod or flail ( pei ica, fust $). 


a swivel 
staff, and the thong is of eel-skin. 
Figure 133 shows the Japan se flail, and 


A man 


erain in baskets 


Ficure 134 the mode of using it. 
is shown carrying the 
which is 
Asia 


to speak correctly, he 
i Pp 


suspended from the neck-yoke 


so common all over Southern for 


earrying burdens; 
is just 


about to raise it to carry it in 
that manner. 
The Wanvamuezi of 


use tor 


ntral Africa 


thrashing doura an implement 


Group of Thrashers 
made like the racket used in ball games 
in England and by the North American 
Indi ins. 

The greater portion of the grain of 
the 


cattle. 


world is, however, tramped out by 
This is perhaps correct even of 
the truth of 


wheat; but the statement 


becomes very evident when we consider 


Curious Inventions. 


& op the forage of 
DP Le 


Japanese Exhibit. the 


[ October 4 


that rice is the food staple of nearly half 
the inhabitants of the world, and that it 
is more ext lusively the food of its con- 
sumers than is wheat with those who use 
the latter. We have no room for a re- 
capitulation of the names of the coun- 
tries where the wheat and the rice are 
thrashed out by the tramping of cattle. 
The process is shown on the Egyptian 
monuments, is referred to in numerous 
places in the Hebrew law and history, 


Asia. 


7 her 
rice Dy 


and is almost universal throughout 

The Malagasy 
beating handfuls of the sheaves ag 
mound of 
broke 


thrash their 
iinst 
until the 


a little hard clay 


erain is 1 from the straw. 


The 


implement (Figure 135) which we might 


exhibit from Tunis showed an 


nant of the ages but that 


1 in Mediterranean « 


never 


consider a ren 
it is so commot yun- 


ded 


een 


been supers 
I 


tries, and has 


not seem to have | 


there. loes 
, : 


twenty five hundred years. 


of wooden boards turned up 
nd with spalls of flint set into 
The sheaves of grain 
nd spread upon the 
implement —the mou €) 
frolk 


um of the ancier 


ageed over the fl 


is ch 
Le iin. 
used instead of 
The effect 


into chaff, whic 


Sharp piec s of 

flint in P 

is to grind the I 
th is pre = rved fi 

there is 


} ; lee 
the anhlnais; 


no hay in Syria. Isaiah refers to 


implement in a graphic meta- 
phor: — 

‘* ] will make thee a new sharp thrash- 
ing instrument having teeth: thou shalt 
thrash the 


small, and make the hills as chaff.” 


mountains, and beat them 
The implement was purchased for our 
National Museum, and may be seen in 


Washington. 
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Great care is exercised in the selection 
of a place for thrashing, and also in pre- 
paring the floor: the first object is to 
find a windy place, so as to winnow the 


} 
yy: @ 


grain readily ; the second is to make a 
hard floor, which will 
dusty nor break under the feet of the cat- 
tle. Thi 


with other materials, 


neither become 
s was attained by mixing clay 
and then ramming 
them hard. Virgil recommends that the 
floors be spaded up and then mixed with 
chalk and cow- dung and beaten down. 
Pliny advises that lime slacked with the 
} 


amurca of the olive de 


made up into a 
cement with the clay, and rammed down. 
Cow - dung mare of olives are 
still used i theastern France, 
old Prove nce. 
As the sh 

and chaff 

the 


winnowing 


the 


» thrashed, the grain 
middle of 


floor to day tor 


(Fig Japanese Exhibit 


Japan in thrashing rice and flax, and 


in the United States for strippin seed 


from broom-corn Three thousand years 


ago the instrument was employe in 


d 
kind of 


Egypt in thrashing doura, a 
" the 

This grain is the food of the poorer class 
throughout the Upper Nile Valley, 


is said to 


millet, closely alli to sorghum. 


and 
yield two hundred and forty 
for one, —a rate of increase superior to 


rice. Travelers tell us that doura is 


worth in Egypt only about ninety cents 
the ardeb, which is scarcely six cents 
per bushel As long ago as the time of 
Diodorus Siculus, who traveled in Egypt 


nineteen centuries since, the great in- 


crease of population in the Nile regions 
was attributed to the abundance and 
He that to 


bring up a child to maturity did not cost 


cheapness of food. 


states 


over twenty drachmas, about three 


and Curious 
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dollars. It 


ever, that 


must be how 


iif ney 


and food have materially changed since 


rec ollected, 


the relative values of 


then. 
Figure 137 is from the Netherlands 

colonies exhibit; it is either 

a hatchel or a ripple, — for 


splitting and cleaning coarse 


fibre, such as hemp or cocho- 
rus, from the latter of which 
jute is made; or for beating 
and dragging the seeds out 


of sheaf rice (padd ) or mil- 
let. In either case a hand- 
ful of lk i 
dashed down upon it and 


rough, the blades, 


the sheaf or stalk is 


drag ] 


edt 
which are set up in ranks in 
a frame, straightening and 

splitting the fibre, or removing the 


seeds, 


as the Case may I 


The 


way is by 


winnowing o ‘ain in the crude 


throwin ip in the air 


erain and chaff, in order that the 


as : ae 
may drive the latter away, or by raising 
: A = 


the wind by a fan of some kind. 


the Romans is still 
Italy for winnowing i 


: ; : 
wicker basket having 


vannus of 
two handles, 
which the grain is thrown into the ai 
caught again, the chaff being blo 


The pal 


nowing 


the sides of the basket. 


: e 
was the wooden win 


throwing up the Lin; 


the three o four pronged winnowing fork. 
In E ypt there are 


no barns, next to 
no rain, and the wind blows up the val 


ley all the year round. Very even condi- 
tions! 


The ancient monuments indicate 
that the 
ing the chaff and ¢ 


winnowing was done by throw 
hieh 
Trays and 


Asia, 


ushes, 


in into the air, 
er than the head of the man. 
scoops, used then as now in 


more abun 


made of osiers, palm-leaves, 1 
much 
dant in Egypt than timber. 


the like, which wei 


Figure 138 is a rice scoop, shown in 
the Chinese exhibit in the Annex to the 
Main Building. It is made of osiers and 
thread closely interplaited, and has 
frame and front bar of wood. 
Oriental the 


have great limberness of back and lees 


It Is, in 
fact, an 


shovel; Chinese 


] 
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and stoop or squat with great facility; we 


insist upon shovels with handles. Other 


t 138 Rice oop. Chinese Exhibit 


scoop shovels E m we ot split bamboo, 
The Sin- 


» make their winnowing basket of 


which is an el vant ma erial. 
} 


ohatese 


matting, with a 


their thrashing 


strong frame of tough 


twies; floor is of beaten 


} 
Le | 


We now come 
implements not at all ‘* crude ’’ bu high- 
America are 


listinctly indebted to China for the fan- 


to three illustrations of 


ly ** curious.’ 


Europe and 


nine mill or winnowine machine, as it is 


variously called. Its peculiarity consists 
in the combination ol l 


and 


hopp r with 
sieves, an artificial of air from 
chaft 
grain as it falls from the hop- 


ly. The 


by the 


a revolving fan to drive the 


or iway 
from the 
pe and the sieves « 
winnowing machine 
Dutch 
thence to Leith, in Scotland, then to 


England and America. Th« 


in Figure 139 is a ‘‘ rice cleaner,”’ but 


was carried 


from Canton land, taken 


mat hine 


(Fig. 139.) 


Fanning Mill Chinese Exhibit 
it has the essentials of all CYTain ¢ leaners 
and is the original fanning mill. 

140 is a 


form from Japan. 


Figure somewhat modified 
The grain is sorted 
into two sizes, the full and the broken 


grains 


Curious 
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Figure 141 is a rice cleaner from 
Japan, to remove dirt, dust, and imper- 
fect grains. It is the typical form of 
erain cleaner, the first of which we have 
any account, being an old form in China 


Not that 


is comparatively new to 


and Japan. sieves are a new 
thing, but it 
place a sieve in a 


standing frame, at 


1 


such a slant as shall produce the proper 


motion of the descending erain, 


1 is automatically fed from a hopper 
o use a small winnow- 


the proportion 


n. Japanese Exhibit 


‘ wind- 


There are three simple modes of grind- 


ing grain for bread: the mortar, mul- 


ler, and mill. The first has the pound- 
ing action of a pestle in a deep vessel: 
the second has the rolling and rubbing 
the third 
has the grinding action of one flat stone 


action of a stone in a trouch; 
moving circularly over the surface of an- 
other. Instances of each of these were 
afforded at the Centennial, and we will 
consider them in the sequence stated, 
which is probably that of the order of in- 
vention. 


The mortar is the simplest of the stat- 
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ed forms, and in its crudest condition 
may consist merely of a naturally hol- 
lowed stone and a round pebble which is 


crack 


Figure 142 is an 


used as a pestle or hammer to 
nuts, acorns, or rain. 
instrument of this 
kind: a stone pestle 


of the Alaska In- 


dians, used  indif- 
ferently for erush- 
ing food P inding 

t 


spruce roots for 
lashing and sewing 
fibre, and for driv- 


ing wedges. g 
also employed by f 
these nort] I 

dians torul 
er the be 
oil ~whiel ie. 142.) Pe 


tutes a large part of | ka Indians 


stle of Alas- 
National 
their winte1 ore. Museum Exhibit 

Strabo 1 rds that the 
populati« n of present Beloochistan, 
on the Arabia 1, used the 
whales for nu 


Ficure 143 


fish - eating 
vertebre of 


} is another berry and fish- 
Alaska 
It is of 


form 


ase pounder of the natives. 
stone, and 
shows a 
ve amount ol pa- 
tient i 


singular 


work. It is 
in having 
the peculiar handle 
which is character- 
istic of the Poi pes- 
tles of the Sand- 
wich Islands. 
These 


are representative 


z purposes 
Fig. 143 
Fish Greas . 
National Museut . ofa 


hibit coast clime, but in 


cold and sea- 
the larger portions of the vast continent 
of Africa the 
thus bruised in mortars in order to make 

[his is true of tribes on the 
reat water-sheds of the Nile, Zam- 
besi, and Congo. 

The Dyoor and Dinka tribes of the 
Upper Nile have sunken mortars of hard 


whole of the grain food is 


cakes. 


three ¢ 


wood, in which the grain, after having 
been pounded by pestles, is rubbed toa 
fine meal by the hands. The mortar of 


the Bongos is shaped like a drinking 
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goblet with a cut stem. In this they 


bruise their grain before it is cround 


into flour upon the flat stones with a 


muller. The height of their mortars is 
thirty inches, and two pestles are worked 
alternately by two women. 

The Makololo of the 


Zambesi plant maize, and the women 


enterprising 


pound it in wooden mortars into fine 
meal. 

Ficure 144 shows the mortar and pes- 
tle of Angola in the , 
Portucuese colonies 
exhibit. The mor- 
tar is made from a 
solid block of some 
light-colored wood, 
and will hold about 
The 


pestle ot log wor vl is 


six gallons. 
very heavy and is 
four and a half feet 
lone. It is for bruis- 
ing the savo ol that 
species ot palm. 
Recurring now to 
find the 
same pre valence in 
the 


strument in 


Asia, we 


use of this in- 
both 
ancient and modern 


A group of 


Angola Mor- 
Portuguese Colo- 

. *s Exhibit 
times. 
women at the ir domestic employments 
is shown in a kitchen scene in the bas- 
reliefs of the Sanchi tope at Bhilsi, in 
17). One 


woman is hulling grain in a large wood- 


Central India (date, A. pb. 


en mortar with a two-handled pestle; 
another is separating the flour from the 
husk in a flat, shovel-shaped basket like 
that third is 


standing at a four-legged table rolling 


shown in Figure 138; a 
out chapatties, or unleavened cakes; a 
fourth is grinding condiments on the sil 
with a bant, or round muller. 

The Egyptian monuments show that 
the use of the mortar and pestle was 
habitual in the Nile land in ancient times, 
and the work was performed for hire in 
public places. 

The mortar (pila) of the Romans and 
its heavy pestle (pilum) were used for 
braying when force was required; the 
smaller pestle ( pistillum), with the morta- 
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rium, for lighter work; a rolling motion 
was given to the pestle in the latter case. 

Figure 145 is a pestle from Hawaii, 
the exhibit 
from that island. It is 
of stone, eicht 
high. 


Rice requires a dif- 


shown in 


inches 


ferent 
that 
In 


known 


treatment from 
isual with wheat. 
its raw state it is 
as paddy, and 
has a thick hull; inside 
his i red 


around white ker- 


ot t is a 


the 


The probl m is to 


skin 


nel. 
(Fig. 145.) Maw 
Pestle 


kerme l, 


tiian remove the hull and the 


skin without breaking 


the 
not 


for rice is used whole and 


n the form of flour 


i 
The process is so well deseribed in the 


quaint language of a Scotch sailor of two 
that it is worth quoting: 
‘* They [the Singhalese 


centuries since 
] unshale their 
Rice from its outward husk by beating it 
Mortar or on th 
often s must 
husk, 


to 


in a eround; more 


os wie 
me sorts boiled in the 
otherwise in beating it will break 
i 


and 


t- 
nh iby 


1 small seed like 
This they 


M rlar, 


grind 
ind 


it upon 


the 
it other- 


j be: 
in Mortars to 
it which t 

The ud ly mortar 
Figure 146, 


manner ol 


‘hey uf ie tallipot] 
‘lower Lit | H » ( ikes of 
ist much lil » bread.”’ 
tT) 


| n, shown in 


is worked by the foot in the 
a trip-hammer, the 
having his hand 


‘ing the 


laborer 
upon the rail and work- 
leve r with his Toot. This form 


Is also common 


in Bengal, at Ronego- 
pur in Eastern India, and in many other 
parts of Hindostan. 

The paddy mortars of Japan may be 
classed under four heads: 


driven by the 
foot. 


as in Figure 146; driven by water- 
mill; used with a pestle, as in Figure 144; 
and with a maul, as in Fieure 14 


The Chinese also use a stone mortar 
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and cone-shaped pestle for hulling rice. 
The pestle is moved by levers which are 
tripped by cogs on a cylinder moved by 
a water-wheel or by the feet. 
Madavgasear, like African neigh- 
bors, and like Malaysia, with which its 
methods seem more particularly allied, 
The paddy 


is stored in circular earthen towers, and 


its 


also uses a paddy mortar. 


Japanese Exhibit 


is prepared in quantities as required 
daily. This erindine of the erain for 
meal is always performed | 


| is the practice 


us in the 


y the 
throughout 
adjacent island of 
iv, where the paddy is p vund- 


n mortar about two teet 


with a 
larce wooden 
pe stle about 
five feet lone. 
Then the rice 
is winnowed 
and 
the 


second time in 


into 


put 


mortar a 


order to take 
(Fig. 147 the yel- 
low and 


a pre cess Cc illed 


skin 
make ‘clean rice,’’ 


vhitening with us. We have machines 
for both hulling and whitening. There 
are a or more of different varieties 
of cultivated rices. 


score 


Another mode grain is 
common among semi-savages who culti- 


vate it. 


of grinding 


It is by means of a muller and 
slab, the latter be ing known technically 
by its Indian of metate, a word 
derived from the Mexican metatl. 


name 
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A fair specimen of this is shown in the 
grinding trough and muller of the Pue- 
blo Indians of California (Figure 148). 


até or Grinding Slab. Pueblo In- 


National Museum Exhibit. 


It is made of fine sandstone in the pres- 
ent instance, but several of different ma- 


terials and grades of fineness are found 


in each household of these Indians, and 
for the finer meals the grain is ground 
in each in SUucCt ssion. 


The Mexican metatl 


elaborate ull t ing 


is a much more 


hewn with im- 


mense trouble from a block of granite, 
to ten inches hich be- 
ing left with the 

The mi L of the Zambesi tribes in South 
Africa is a block of granite (syenite), 
n mica schist, fifteen or eighteen 


lees of from three 


in one piece e 


1} 
Slap. 


or eve 
und five or six thick, with 
other hard 


inches square 


a piece of quartz or rock 


about the size of half a brick, and hav- 


ing a convex surface of somewhat less 


radius than the concavity of the larger 


stone, so as to have a combined roll- 


rubbine action in grinding. A 


ing and 
kneeling woman grasps the upper stone 
with both hands and works it backward 
and forward, continually supplying a lit- 
’ 


tle crain with one hand, the meal when 


cround falling on to a mat or skin be- 


neath the lower stone. 
culti- 
Basutos of South Africa; 


their grinding slab is about twenty-four 


Sorghum, maize, and wheat are 
vated by the 
in- 
The 
Wanyamuezi of Central Africa hull and 
crack the 


the metaté. 


by twelve inches, and is somewhat 


clined; the muller is oval-shaped. 
their e¢rain in mortar, and 
erind it fine wit] 

The use of the implement is ancient 
and wide-spread. Schliemann found 
grinding slabs in the excavations at His- 
sarlik; the metaté is the grinding mill 
of Araucania. 
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Besides the daily recurring domestic 
use for grinding grain for bread, smaller 
metatés or mullers are used for prepar- 


ing condiments, paint, and what not. 


Figure 149 shows two specimens of a 
very form of found 
throughout the Ohio and Mississippi 


common muller, 


valleys, and used for careful grinding, as 


fine meal or paint. The mullers are of 


Mullers for grinding Paint and Fine 


Meal. 


(Fig. 147.) 


various kinds of hard stone, and as sym- 
metrical as if turned. 
Figure 150 is a stone muller and mor- 


(Fig Paint Muller. Pi-Utes 


seum Exhibit. 


150.) National Mu- 


tar of the Pi-Ute Indians for erinding 
paint. 
The Singchalese crind their pepper and 


turmeric with a muller upon a flat stone. 


The industrious Pliny suggests that 
the course of invention in grinding mills 
was from the mortar to the mill, from 
the mortarium to the mola. The pestle 
was originally simply raised, and struck 


vertically upon the material in the 


mor- 


occurred and it was 


tar; then a chance 
1 


rolled around; this is the present form 


of the sugar-cane mills of India and 
the snuff mills of Europe. By grooving 
the pestle it acquired a grinding action 
and the mortar was shallowed; when the 
the ] 


surfaces of two stones were mace 


of corresponding shape, the change was 
complete. 

The mola of the 
al grinding mill, the upper stone revolv- 


tomans was the usu- 


ing on the lower one; the grain was fed 


in at a hole in the middle of the runner 
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escaping at the circumference, what 
skirt. The 


very ancient: two have been recovered 


is known as the machine is 
by Dr. Schliemann, thirty-three feet deep 
Hlissarlik in Asia 


lava, the 


in the excavations at 
Minor. ‘The flatter 
ther of eranite; and though they may 


1 
not be 


one is of 


fellows they represent respect- 
ively the upper and lower stones of the 
Many have been 


such were used 


hand-mill. obtained 


in Britain dur- 
ing the Roman occupation, and the name 
jquern, by which the implement is known, 


is almost uniform in nearly all the lan- 


ruaves 


of Ew ype. The quern was not 
abandoned in Seotland til : com- 
mencement of the pre 
The Roman cril 
verforated pare hment or of plaited horse- 


hair, thread, papyrus, or hav 
I’. 

interstices of the 

Their 


were ercussori ind po 


ing size 


re quire ad tor 


the special work. flour sieves 
ia; the latter 

my 
Che 


daily work to pre- 


vave only fine flour called pollen. 


sifting of flour was a 


pare the meal for cooking; the manu- 


© 


facturing on an extended seale of 
As a ven- 


sifted, 


. ° ] 1 _ 
flour for sale was unknown. 


] 


eral thing, each family ground, 


} 


and made up into bread its own supply 


There were no professional bakers in 


Rome until after the war with King 


Perseus, about 580 A. vU. « The horse- 
Gauls; 


and 


hair sieve is attributed to the 


linen, to the Spaniards; papyrus 
rushes, to the Egyptians. 

The hand-mill of Tunis (Figure 151), 
shown in the Main Building at the Cen- 
tennial, is a fair specimen of the grain 
mill of the north of Africa, Syria, Asia 
Minor, and the Greek Archipelago. The 
stones are rough hammer-dressed; the 
upper is moved by a grass-rope handle, 
being centred on an iron pintle rising 
The erain is fed 
in at the central opening of the upper 


from the nether stone. 


stone and issues at the skirt; the motion 
is reciprocating. The Roman mola was 


continuously. revolving. 


Curious 
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Phe quern is also used in India; and 
in Ceylon a mill (galle) resembling the 
quern is employed ior erinding rice, cor- 
rocan (millet), and other grain. It i 
turned by a stick planted in the upper 
stone. 

The Siame af paddy mill follows the 
quern instead of the mola method, bein 
moved by handk ol 


two persons at the 


Tunis 


the end of t ne bar, 


who alternately 


) eC post a turns on a 


attaches 


is a curious bler 


I 
pi in horizontal 
t 


arm 


’ ir +) 
ue runt 1¢@ Wl 


in or and clumsiness. 


erinders, both upper and lower, are 


i 
} 


stones but hard clay, adobe 


} } . 1 
"n slat ! artes . 
ien Slats Inserts i le- 


with sharp wor 


ly on their fac s, so that as one moves 
. 7 


horizontally on the other a 


(Fig. 152 Kow 

action takes place between the two, which 
The pad- 
dy is put into the hopper in the middle 


cuts the husk from the grain. 


of the upper stone and works its way be- 
tween the two, coming out hulled, along 
with the chaff, and falls into the trough 
ot plaited cane strips, whence it issues 
The clay 
erinders are both covered with basket 
work. 


and is caught in a basket. 


Another mill has also the two circular 


grinders in bamboo basket work, which 





1877.] 


is wrought around the upper one so as 
to form a hopper. the 


top of the runner; a stick extending hori- 


A peg is set in 


zontally and radially from the peg is at- 


tached to a bar pendent from the root ot 


the shed, and the stone moved thereby. 


The rice is separated from the chaff 


by putting them together into a tray of 


Siamese Exhibit 
rattan splits and throwing them into th 
air, when the wind soon blows away the 
light, hull. 

The Chines« 


tor erindin r ri 


dusty 
mill (Figure 154) is used 
, or other erains, 


copp r The 


or for disinte ir ores, 


Fig. 154 Chinese Mill 


hole above is for the erain; that on the 
side for the lever by which the runner 
is moved. 


The Japanese 


that of Siam, 


paddy mill resembles 
ind a similar mill is used 


in China, thouch not shown at the Cen- 


Paddy Huller. Japanese Exhibit 


tennial. As with the Siamese, just de- 
scribed, the motion is reciprocating: the 
grain fed in at the top escapes at the 
skirt into the trough. The face 
of the runner is furrowed in bands. The 


l 
basket 


machine has a quaint look, and is very 
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licht, ingenious, and graceful, —an in- 
stance of the aptitude of the Orientals 
in the working of a different set of ma- 
terials from those commonly used among 
ourselves. 


Perhaps no better place will occur to 


irrigating machine 


Fig 156.) Irrigating Machine. Chinese 


which was exhibited in the Mineral An- 
nex to the Main Building at the Cen- 
The on an endless 


chain, and carry the water up an in- 


tennial. buckets are 


clined chute. The chain is made of 
wooden links pinned together, and 
is worked by men who tread upon the 
arms on the crosses of the upper shaft, 
holding on with their hands to the upper 
bar. 
The Chinese used in 
Bengal, the buckets on an endless chain 


pump is also 


moved in an ascending chute by the 
weight of men on a tread-wheel. 
The jant of Dinajpoora in Eastern 
India is a rocking canoe, so to call it, 
poised on a frame, and 
worked by a man and 
The 
the 
trough will put his foot 


counter - weight. 
man standing on 
on one side of the cen- 
and 
depress the trough so that one end will 
dip water. 


tre of vibration, 
On removing his foot, the 
weight on the other end of the trough 
will cause that end to descend and tip 
the trough so as to discharge the water 
The machine 
is available only in about eighteen inches 


into the irrigation canal. 


of elevation. 
Irrigation in Egypt, now as of old, is 





430 Ten Years in 
performed by the chutweh, or bucket 
swung by cords in the hands of two men; 
by the shadiéf, or bucket swung from the 
end of a weighted poised pole, the tolleno 
of the Romans, operating by a beam (ant- 
lia curva) and a bucket (situla) ; by the 
sakiyen, the wheel and a chain of pots, 
also known as the Persian wheel; by 
the taboot, in which the pots are on the 
wheel (the rota aquaria of the Romans), 
or the within it 
The 


chain of pots is the noria of the Span- 


wheel has chambers 


(the tympanum of the Romans). 


ish, the chapele tof the French, adopted 
by the Perro- 
net, in pumping out the coffer-dams of 
the bridge of Orleans: the wheel 
pots attached was the antlia of the Ro- 


distinguished engineer, 
with 


Palestine 
The rope and pulley are 


and is 
and in China. 
shown as a well-bucket elevator on a bas- 


mans, common yet in 


TEN YEARS IN 

Tut Early English Text Society is 
well known to all who have pursued in- 
vestigations in the philology and liter- 
ature of the English lang Found- 
1864, it has fully established its 


position as a trusty helper to students 


uage. 


ed in 


and an honor to the scholarship of both 
England and America. Like the Chau- 
cer Society, it derives a large share of 
its support from our side of the Atlantic, 
a share out of proportion to the num- 
ber of American scholars, or to the an- 
tiquity of the institutions of learning 
with which they are The 


societies 


connected. 


class of studies which these 
represent has, however, not been pur- 
sued even in England many years, and 
soon after it began to attract attention 
there it came into notice here, Ameri- 
can students being found ready to take 
it up with avidity and to carry it for- 
ward with characteristic enthusiasm. 


The idea of using philosophy in philo- 


Ea rly Englis h . 


[| October, 


relief in the most ancient palace of Nim- 
rod, and one from Egypt, in a museum 
at Leyden in Holland, is made of tam- 
arisk wood on a roller of fir: the rope is 
of leef, the fibre of the date-palm. The 
well-bucket, rope, and windlass are also 
shown on Roman bas-reliefs. 

These citations serve to show the per- 
sistence of simple methods, and they 
have not fur- 
nishing subsistence to hundreds of mill- 


alone been the means of 
ions in all ages, but from their familiar- 
ity have afforded subjects for metaphor- 
ical allusion in the poetry of all the lands 
where they are used. 

‘¢ Or ever the silver cord be loosed, or 
the golden bowl be broken, or the pitcher 
be broken at 


broken at the cistern,’’ — the 


the fountain, or the wheel 
means for 
the support of life being made to stand 
metaphorically for the life itself. 


Edward H. Knight. 


LARLY ENGLISH. 


logical studies was, it is true, suggested 
by Bacon in the reign of James I., and put 
into practice by Leibnitz a little over 
a hundred years afterwards; but until 
the foundation of the Asiatic Society by 
Sir William Jones, in 1784, very little 
It was not until the 
discovery of Grimm's Law, almost 


progress was made. 
within 
the present generation, that the histor- 
and the 
science of comparative philology 
established on 


ical investigation of laneuz 
were 
The 
then 
marked out, and their connections indi- 


a sure foundation. 
brotherhoods of languages were 


cated so clearly that research was en- 
couraged and progress became rapid. 
The earliest laurels were won by Ger- 
many, and to that country we still look, 
not only for the most thorough scholar- 
ship in comparative philology, but even 
for many careful investigations into the 
lancuage and literature of England and 
America. 
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Ten Years in 
The Philological Society of London 


was not organized until 1842, and its 
operations, so far as they related to the 
English 


nearly 


lancuage, were hindered for 
a quarter of a century by the 
want of good texts of the earliest speci- 

This want led 


first to the spasmodic publication by the 


mens of our literature. 


texts, and next, in 
1864, to the formation of the Early En- 


clish Text Society. 


society of a few 
The members of 
the new society 
their 
works of 


purposed to issue for 
of those 
creat philological and literary 


own use correct texts 


value which were very difficult of access, 
in danger of 
They defined 
labor so that it 


and, in many instances, 
being pt rmanently lost. 
their field of 
clude but three general classes of pub- 
lications: I. Writings illustrating 
mances connected with Kine Arthur and 
Early 


bearing 


should in- 
ro- 


the other medizval heroes. II 


dictionaries and other works 
upon the history of the English language 


Ill. Versions of the 


Bible and religious treatises, and such 


and its dialects 
other remarkable texts as micht prove 
useful to philological and literary stu- 
dents. These divisions were evidently 
not intended to limit th® operations of 
the society very materially; but the es- 
tablishment of other working bodies, 
suc h as the Chau er Society, the Ballad 
Society, the Spencer Society, and the 
Roxburghe Library, in 1868; the Hunte- 
1871; the 
English 


rian Club, in Palzographical 
Society, the Dialect 
and the Shakspe re Society, 


S« wiety, 
1873, 


has given the Early English Text So- 


in 


ciety more definite work than it at first 
had. 
tain extent 


awakened by the transactions of the one 


These organizations are, to a cer- 
at least, fruits of the interest 
we have under consideration, an inter- 
est that seems to have been shared by 
German scholars as well as by those of 
America. We are indebted to Dr. Ed- 
Mitzner for a valuable work en- 
titled Altenglische Sprachproben, the 
publication of which was begun in Ber- 


ward 


lin in 1867, and is not yet completed. 
This important work was preceded by 
an English grammar that has since been 
republished in English in London and 


Early English. 


While here refer 
with more detail to the influence that the 
Early English Text Society has exerted, 


Boston. we cannot 


it must not be forvotten that, to use the 
words of another, it ‘* has stirred up the 
study of English historically; it makes 
possible a knowledge of the language; 
it makes 
documents of that history; and it shows 
the teeth of 
war, and obstacles of all kinds, litera- 


accessible the most valuable 


how, in ignorance, civil 
ture, that is, the power of expression, 
went on growing, now slowly, now quick- 
ly, putting forth in this direction and 
that tiny tendrils that were destined to 
crow in time into great branches laden 
with the fruits of labor and genius.’’ 
The society comprises five hundred 
and forty-two members, and, during the 
first decade of its existence expended 
nearly fifty thousand dollars in printing 
texts that occupy over seventeen thou- 
sand pages. It has had the services of 
the best 


we wrk S 


scholars as editors, and their 
the highest in 
their special line of study. Among them 
are Frederic J. Furnivall, H. B. Wheat- 
ley, J. S. Stuart Glennie, the Rev. Rich- 
ard Morris, LL. D., the Rev. G. G. 
Perry, the Rev. W. W. Skeat, Thomas 
Wright, W. Aldis Wright, Miss Lucy 
Smith, William Michael Ros- 
setti, and that voluminous writer, the 
Rev. J. H. Blunt, author of The An- 
notated Book of Common Prayer. It is 
invidious to make such a selection from 


are authorities 


Toulmin 


the long list of editors who have labored 
with such diligence and efficiency for the 
mere love of the work, and with the laud- 
able desire to make the publications of 
the society creditable alike to the first 
authors of England and to the scholar- 
ship of the nineteenth century. 

The society issued, during its first ter 
years, seventy-four volumes, which com 
prise a much larger number of publica 
tions, for many of them contain a num- 
ber of tracts or books that were origi- 
nally separate. Of these, twenty - two 
may be classed as legends and moral and 
theological treatises ; nineteen relate to 
history, political affairs, and social life; 
sixteen are romances; eight describe 
manners and customs; six refer to gram- 
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mar and criticism; and three are works 
on philosophy and science. This enu- 
meration will show the student what an 
interesting range of subjects is opened 
the He is in fact 
viven opportunities for culture that were 
lacking to the 


to-day in his younger years 


to him by society. 


entirely adult of 


Then the 


teacher pointed to the ot nial poet of the 


almost 


Canterbury pilgrimage as the ne plus ul- 
tra, and gave his pupil no reason to sus- 
pect that a whole ocean of literature lay 
hidden beyond old Dan Geoffrey We 
were not told then, as we are told now, 
that 


link in a long chain. 


Chaucer was only a middle 


Before his birth 


‘our 
the literature of our country [England 
had 


has passed since his birth, a prominent 


maintained, for a longer time than 
place in the intellectual history of Eu- 
rope. To say nothing of the yet earlier 
Beowulf, English Caedmon poured the 
soul of a Christian poet into noble song 
Chan- 
Six centuries before Chau- 
Christian schol- 
England, and 


Chaucer wrote his Canterbury Tales not 


six hundred and fifty years before 


cer was born. 
Bede, 


ars, was the 


cer, foremost otf 


historian of 


quite five centuries ago... . In prose 


} 
De- 


and verse, for century after century 


fore the time of Chaucer, there was a lit- 
erature here of home-speaking earnest- 
ness; practical wit and humor that at- 
tacked substantial ills of life; sturdy re- 
sistance against tyrannies in church and 
state; and, as the root of all its strength, 
a faithful reverence for God.”’ 

The publications of the Early English 
Text Society thus far are specimens of 
the 


tenth to the seventeenth century, 


iterature of our lancuage from the 
about 
one half of them dating earlier than the 
works of Chaucer, who himself lived 
midway between the extremes of the pe- 
riod they cover. The tenth ec ntury is 
represented by King Alfred’s version of 
Gregory’s Pastoral Care. The reprints 
of the eleventh and twelfth centuries are 
homilies, as are also those of the first 
half of the thirteenth century; but the 
last half of the thirteenth century gives 
us the stories of Havelok the Dane and 
of King Horn, which, though not want- 

' Morley 


s English Writers, vol. ii., pt. i., chap. i 
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ing in exhibitions of the influence of re- 
ligion on literature, show also the work 
ings of the English mind and imagina- 
tion in the line of romance. The lay of 
Havelok the Dane and the story of Kine 
Horn belong to what is called the Dano- 
in which that 


Saxon cycle of romances. 


of Guy of Warwick has also been in- 


cluded. They all show the influence of 


the Crusades, which give their chivalric 
flavor to each European literature and 
Scott. It 


lend a charm to the stories of 


is not our purpose to give in detail the 


character of the books that are present- 


ed by the the 
taste 


but to turn to a consideration of t 


society as specimens of 
stvle of 


the centuries treated, 


he va- 


and 
rious classes of books on the list. 


Fore tting for the present the vague 
liwici a ste yh thie] he for ler 
caivisions Of its work which the founders 
laid down at the outset for their rene ral 
cuidance, we purpose looking at the 
publications in a slightly different classi- 
fication. They present a history of the 
the 


prefaces, and notes 


language that is beyond price, and 


1 ° 
iossaries, 


numerous ¢ 


furnish the student of language very 


efficient guidance. In addition to these 
class of books 


helps, however, one the 


rhynne’ 
Chauce 


is composed of such works as 
Animadve 
(1599); Hume’s Orthographie and Con- 
(1617). 


Ellis’s exhaustive treatises on 


rsions on Speght’s 


eruitie of the Britan Toneu 
Mr. A. J. 
Early English and 

ins’s Manipulus Vocabulorum of 1570. 


The l 


mentioned is an 
rhyming dictionary of 


Pronunciation Lev- 


last interesting 


nine thousand 
words, and is not only the first of its 
} 


class, but : of the earliest efforts to 


| 
iso one 
popularize le arning and create a supply 

Pr. 
of cheap books. Levins says there was 
another similar work in existence, but it 
was great and costly, fit only for ‘‘ them 


y' are richable to haue it,’’ while his 


book isa ** handful ’’ of words, of ** light 
price,”’ for ** them y" are pooreable to 


haue no better.’’ He argues in favor of 
cheap books (hear, O ye authors and 
publishers!) that if they be not furnished 
it would be ‘‘ like as if no man should 
worke in the Mint but such as broucht 


with them golden hammers,”’ in which 
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case we 


pe or 


Levins made 


should have little work 
uld be 
an avowed and earnest 
fort to cheapen the 


done, 
and men w discouraged. 
ef- 
tools of the literary 
worker, not for his own praise or profit, 
‘* but for the prospering and good pro- 
ceeding of e youth in good learn- 
ing and He says his little 
book is t onely for Schol- 
of words, but 
use to write in English 
therefore, a thesaurus. 

ls us that even in his day 

of some writers, in 

publish ng ‘*to excuse the 


ion thereof, as being 


rks, 
rashnesse of the edi 
by their counsell,’’ that they 
print what ily intended as ‘‘a 
priuat exercise to 


that 


them selues.’? He 


he 


thought and always did 


avers began his ‘* lone 


ch speed as he could, 
abroade the same.’ 
raphie is an English 
in racy style by the 
high- 
Writing of Sum Id- 
Orthographie, he 


ster of the 


iomes in ou longs tor 
reio vy, among 

which he 
and then asks why 
He 


e’’ which many put 


specifyin , 
says 
‘people,”’ 

pronounce it so. 
ry word, a practice 
How 
saved to 
ind Professor Francis J. 


sell, however. 


ld have been 
tion others, if Chaucer 
‘idle e,’’ or had at least 
tion of his manner of 
vns that we have ‘‘ the 
to speak ane way and 

bad ex- 
imi- 
Abus- 
writes, ** Now I 


that I have noe wedg 


not 


our 


to cleave an leads ic 


r phonographic 
1} 


spr iil 


{ a ietter, an irges 


of but one 
that 
nature rave thi ref ‘mh. in 


riving ound 
and 


he 


not 


reason 


says, ‘‘ 1 wald have Ww, 
duble u, i 
} 


doe: Dl 
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wau or we; and j, for difference of the 
I wald 
The trea- 
tise is very sensible and very short, many 


voual i, written with a long tail, 


wish to be ealled jod, or je.’ 


of the definitions being the 


same that 
The 
author concludes with a definition of the 
parenthesis, 
I 


we learned in our own school-days. 


giving 


the following exam- 
le: — 
guyd, advance, preserve, prolong Lord 
thy pleasure be) 


Our King and Queen; and keep their seed thy 


name to magnifie 


He says his treatise is no shorter than 
necessary for the schools, which is a way 
of putting it that must have been ap- 
proved by the pupils, at least, who were 
not likely to complain of brevity in text- 
books of grammar. 

The only other volume, in 
which 


the class 


treats of language specifically, 


that needs mention here is ] sE urly 
English Pronunciation. It is a work of 
most thorough research, and, though it 
has special reference to Shakespeare and 
Chaucer, it comprises an investigation 


of the correspondence of writing witl 


the 


l 


speech in England, from earliest 


times when English can be said to have 
been spoken to the present 
for 


day, and a 
l 


new system 


the expression of al 


spoken sounds by means of ordinary 
There is also a rear- 
Child’s Memoirs 


Language of Chaucer and Gower, 


printing types. 
rangement of Professor 
on the 
published by the American Academy in 
1862 and 1866. Mr. Ellis makes promi- 
nent mention of other Am« rican schol irs, 
and gives an interesting examination of 
isid- 
ers exactly analogous to ( haucer’s En- 


lish. 


aly nes 
Pennsylvania German, which he co 


These inquiries into 


pronune 
» as useful and as scholarly a 
1] . 


HDire~ations soclety 


le those not conversant 


Snelish to enunciate it correc 


Turning now to the 


0OKS 


treating religious themes, we find that it 


test antiquity 
i 


includes those of the OTe y; 
King Alfred’s version of Gregory’s Pas- 


toral Care being the only representative 


of the tenth century, and collections of 


homilies forming the staple literary pro- 
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seeond half 
that 


ductions until we reach the 


of the thirteenth century. Before 
time churchmen had been almost the 
ssional authors, the 


} ; , 1 
las 


kings a purely literary cl 


th 
prot 


revin 


only but under 
An 
rrew up out 


Monmouth laid the fou 


the Britons. fo 


f side o 


I ° . 
f the ehurch. Geottrey 
in hi 


ol ndation, 8 


Hi 


the romances 


Walter M ip 


storv of 
the Roun , », and 
} 
he 


the en- 


i forever 


wise to 


Alfred was unck tedly 


1 of the 


mes- 


give his people a translation 
vht, as he sa 


over the 


salt 
Romans, 


ously tam 


of 


worthy 


time of tranquillity 


men of riches will 


study, ‘* as lon 


any other occupation 
well able to 


are 
Anticipatir 


while 


r the approacl 


1 
age, and iew ¢ 


because still fewer cou 


fred 


copy to every bishop in 
) 7 | 


made transiathl an nt a 
kinedom, 
lent or taken from the minster, 


not to bi 


but to be read 
the people. 

The 
ciety 


Deadly Sins 


by the learned bishops to 
homilies republished by the so- 
the Seven 
Creed, 


Lys of feastin 


‘tations 


the 


are disse1 


upon 


, or on or medi- 
tations appropriate for « 
> fast 


them 


o1 From the dryest and dullest 
of it is possible to extract some 


sort of grim humor, while they all give 


its of 


] 
i 
an insicht of the times and the hal 


the people, and are extremely valuable 


in a philological or dialectical aspect. 


Among the religious publications of 


the society is one edited by Dr. Richard 


Years in E 


larly English. [ October, 
Morris, containing Lecends of the Holy 
Rood, the to the 
fifteenth century. The feast of the In- 

Ff the Holy Cr (M y 3), 
hich commemorates the fin ling of the 
true cross by the lelena, fur- 
nishes the motif of the lecend When 
Adam died, as is related, Seth, d 


a put three ‘‘ kernels 


dating from eleventh 


vention ¢ 


oss Ly 
- 
Empress 
rect- 
ange ls’’ of 
which 


id 


in 


under his toneue, from 


crew three wands, of cedar, « ypress, al 
vod 
of Me 
Moses 
he had 


preserved them 


pil ste 


I 
Ad 
The y represented the trinity. 

] 


tively, and they 


ith until the ti 


1. respec 


um’s mo hie 


one evening altel 
Red 
his death, and then planted 
r Mount Tabor. 
eth, 


ivik 


nem 


pea, 


rhe wands, 
were undisturbed until 
1. He found then 


n again, 


evening, and, k i tl 
had 


branches. 


e 
they Det 
thirty and ther 
David 


the 


years, 1 stopped. 
did penance for his sins 
Psalter. When Sol- 
rly completed the ter 
needed a large be 
ree cut down th 
The be im could 
shortened 
ught 


It was, 


1 } . 
culousiyv extended o1 


ever the carp nt 


} . ] 


*, made to serve a 
There the Queen 
1d it, and advised Solomon to hide it, 
» pl 
it who should destroy the k 


to 


over 
of Sheba 


ophesied a man should die on 


iw of Moses. 


However, it came licht just in time, 


and was actually used at the crucifixion. 
: 7 
en by the Jews, 


It was afterwards hidd 


found by the Empress Helena. 
| 


ic 


be 
to be 


plement- 


These incredible stories are s 


DY 


ead accounts of a series of | ids and 
miracles and a list of symbolisms con- 
Holy Rood which are 


the pro- 


with the 
} 


uiers 


nected 
famili ir to re of wol ks on 


which appealed 


superstition and 


lific theme, —a theme 


to medizval 
» of the wonderful. 
Another of the publications relating to 


Plough- 


rotten of 


rious themes is Pierce the 
man’s Crede, a production bi 


the popularity that was attained by the 
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well-known Vision concerning Piers the 
-lowman, though not composed until 
nearly forty years later. It takes a more 
commonplace view of Piers, or Pierce, 
than the earlier and 


took, but is evidently suggested by it. 


much abler poem 
Pope made an epitome of the argument 
** An ign 
plain man, having learned his Paternos- 
ter and 
creed. ks several religious men 
of the to teach it him. 
First, of a friar Minor, who bids him be- 


of the poem as follows: yrant. 


Avemary; wants to learn his 


rae rs 

ware of the Carmelites, and assures him 
ich him nothing, deserib- 
but that the friars 


Minors shall save him, whether he learns 


that they can te 


ing their faults, ete., 
his creed or not. He goes next to the 
friars Preachers, whose maenificent mon- 


astery he describes; there he meets a 
Au- 
gustines. He is shocked at his pride, 
and goes to the Au They rail 
at the Minorites. He goes to the Car- 


mes [ Carmelites 


fat friar who declaims against the 


rustines, 


they abuse the Domin- 


icans, but promise him salvation without 


I 


the creed, for money. He leaves them 


with indignation, and finds an honest, 


poor Plowman in the field, and tells him 

how he was disappointed by the four or- 

ders. ywman answers with a long 
them.’’ 

is edited by the Rev. Mr. 

who is one of the most careful of 


He says 


that the poem has always been a favorite, 


invective ag 

The Cred 
Skeat, 
the workers for the society. 
and it improves on acquaintance. He 
points out its celebrated and wholly ad- 
mirable description of a Dominican con- 
vent. It was rich with painted, pol- 
ished, and quaintly carved pillars; brill- 
and 


secure with strong walls that had privy 


iant with broad and lofty windows; 


passages into orchards and gardens that 
well 
built and boasted gilded arches, painted 


surrounded it. Its minster was 
ind tombs adorned with curi- 
Its pillared and 


painted cloisters were covered with lead 


windows, 
ously carved statues. 
and paved with tiles; its chapter-house 
was a great church with a seemly ceiling; 
its refectory was like a king’s hall, and 
glazed like a church; while there were, 
beside houses with chimneys, other gay 


chapels, kitchens, dormitories, an in- 
firmary, and all the conveniences known 
to luxurious livers of the period. In 
this establishment he found the Domini- 
can, ‘* a greet cherl & a grym, growen as 
a tonne,”’ 


with cheeks like bags, with a 


fat double chin as creat as a goose egg, 
bearing a mountain of flesh that 
*! This the 


man who would beg a bagful of wheat of 


and 


‘*wagged as a quyk mire’ 


a poor fellow with half his rent in ar- 
rears! It is easy to see what opportuni- 
ties such a theme presents to the satirist, 
and how entertaining its lively descrip- 
tions must be; but the Crede is of much 
value also to the lexicographers, who 
have used it freely. 

Among the most valuable romances 
preserved by the society in very early 
the following: King Horn 
(1250); Havelok the Dane (1280); Gest 
Hystoriale of the Destruction of Trove 
(1360); Morte Arthure (1360); Sir 
wayne and the Green Knight (1360); 
William of Palerne (1360); Barbour’s 
Bruce (1375); Joseph of Arimathie, or 
the Holy Grail (1390); Merlin (1440); 
the Laik (1500); and Par- 
tenay or Lusignen (1500). ‘These dates 


conjectural, but there is lit- 


forms are 


Ga- 


Lancelot of 


are mainly 
tle doubt that the series exhibit the ro- 
mance literature enjoyed by our fathers 
for two centuries and a half before the 
death of Henry VIII., in the very words 
that they 
sent a most interesting phase of the En- 
glish mind,—a mind that delighted ir 


read. These romances pre- 


n 
the exhibition of prowess, that admired 


a gentleness of its own sort, and that 
mixed superstition and religion, deeds 
of righteousness and shame and blood 
in a style past the comprehension of our 
times. 


We have reserved for final considera- 
tion those volumes which have the most 
direct bearing upon the modes of living 
in England during the period covered 
by the investigations of the Early En- 
glish Text Society. In some respects 
they are the most interesting of the en- 
tire series, if any can be said to excel 


in a collection each one of which has 
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an unique importance and a particular 
charm. 


may be 


The topies treated in this class 
I 


described as more human, as 
enabling us to obtain an intimate knowl- 
edge of old English households, as ad- 
mittinge us to the home, the festive group, 
end even to the shop of the artisan and 
the herd-yard of the yeoman. Toa cer- 
tain extent this is done by some of the 
books alrea ly none of 


mentioned, but 


them do it of set purpose and with the 
directness that we shall find in those we 
are about to consider. 

Eight principal books may be enumer- 
ated: — 

I. That ever fresh and always charm- 
ing allegory in which Piers Plowman is 
the humble hero (1362). 

II. Toulmin 


int of the origin, ordinances, and his- 


Smith’s exhaustive ac- 


tory of more than one hundred early 
English euilds, 


ruilds originated near- 
ly twelve hundred years ago, being 
mentioned in the laws of Ina of North- 
umbria. 


Ill. The 


Book of the 
Tour-Landry, compiled 


» Knight of La 
for the instrue- 
of his daughters, which was trans- 
d into English in the reign of Henry 
VI., though written in French in 13 
Caxton’s Book of C 
d by him at Westminster 
V. A im- 
pol The Fyrst Boke 


of the Introduction of Knowledge, made 


ising three 


volume com] 


int books, namely 


by Andrew Boorde, of I Ly sycke Doctor: 
A ( ompendius Recyment, or A Dyetary 
of Helth, compiled by the and 
Th Treatyse Boke of 


Bx “( . ‘ing a defens f the beard 


same: 
Answerynge 
some Boorde in 
this 


f the most 


against arguments 
shaving. Th ditor of 


volume is Mr. Furniv 


and yp 


lavor ot 


the man) 
While his 


» of writing 


sometimes 
piquant, is too frequently flippant and 
undienified 


Vi. A Supplycacyon for the Beggers, 


and three other supplications made to 
Henry VIII., whom the petitioners call 
the “ Moste ernest 


Defender of Christes 


Gospell; Supreme Heade under God 
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here in Erthe, next and immedyatly of 
his Churches of Enelande and Irelande. 

VII. A volume comprising Queene 
Elizabethes Achademy, by Sir Hum- 
phrey Gilbert; A Booke of Precedence: 
The Ordering of a Funerall; Lydgate’s 
Order of Fools; and a variety of brief 
tracts on cognate subjects. 

VIII. The last 


tioned is called The. Babees 


volume to be men- 
Book, and 
contains a vast collection of items de- 


scriptive of meals, manners, and cus- 


toms of early times. Among the spe- 
are Aristotle’s A, B, C: 


The 


cific tracts 
The Lytille Childrenes Lytil Boke ; 
Boke of Nurture of Hugh Rhodes, and 
that of John Wynkyn de 
Worde’s Boke of Keruynge (Carving); 
and French 


Russell ; 


Latin and poems on the 
sal subjects. 

The first-mentioned work in this class 
— The Vision of William 


Piers the Plowman—was perhaps the 


most popular literary production of the 


concerning 


second half of the fourteenth century (it 
first 
never lost its charm for those who have 
Until this 


society undertook to edit it, however, no 


was published in 1362), and it has 


been acquainted with it. 


accurate text was available by students. 


Taking the form of an allegory, and of 


a series of dreams, it displays the dif- 
ficulties and the events of a pilgrimage 
through life, in a 


manner not dis- 


adop 
i a ° ‘ 
its author fails to oly 


very 


afterwards ed by 


‘ters in his lively scenes 
rest that characterizes tho 
He il dulee Ss 


] 


more freely 


"eg Procress. 
ire, too, much 


son that his ob- 


In the Vision it is the 


iestly 


Bunyan does, for the rea 

j lifferent. 
corruption a 

told over and over 

later writers. The 

is anonymous, but we ean hardly 

think of him as unknown as we 

his 


] 


dacious satire of 


Te 
siniie a 
earrulous genial humor and 


the follies and sin rf 


his times. Students have been unwill- 


ing to own that they do not know him, 
and indeed it would be much more 


con- 
venient if we could safely call his work 


Langland’s or Langley’s Vision, instead 
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of being obliged to use the equivocal 
periphrase, The Vision of Piers Plow- 
man. Three valuable texts are given us 
by the society, all edited by the Rev. W. 
W. Skeat, who has also done a similar 
service for the Clarendon Press, which 
presents the more important portion of 
the Vision in a small volume at a mod- 
erate price. 

The History and Development of 
Gilds and the Origin of Trade-Unions 
is one of the most bulky volumes issued 
by the socic ty , and it possesses a pecul- 
iar interest at a time like the present, 
when those ancient organizations seem 
to be rising to a new importance, and to 
be exerting a vast influence upon manu- 
The word gild 
payment,”’ 


factures and commerce. 
meant ‘‘a ratable and as 
compounded in ‘‘ dane-geld ’’ is familiar 
to students of history. The essence of 
the regulations of the earliest vilds is 
stated to be the brotherly banding to- 
cether into close between 


unions man 


and man (sometimes established 
on and fortified by oath) for the pur- 
pose of mutual help and support. 


Tracing the history of gilds from the 


even 


beginning to the time of the “‘ Knights 
of St. Crispin in the 


author points out the common character- 


Massachusetts,’’ 


istics they have all borne: he shows their 
utility, their dangers, and their influence 
upon society. We believe that only men 


enjoy membership in modern trades- 


though are con- 
stantly mentioned in the gilds of olden 


unions, ‘ systeren ’’-1 
time. In one case, at least, it is required 
that on the reception of a new broth- 


er or sister he or she shall in token of 


love, charity, and peace kiss every oth- 
er member then present, a custom that 
has probably fallen into desuetude in the 
lapse of time. 


The Supplicacyon for the Beggers, 
written at about the year 1529, set forth 
the fact that the lepers, the impotent, 
blind, lame, and sick of the realm, who 
could only live by charity, were dying 
of hunger, because a set of strong and 
able beggars had crept into the king- 
dom, who counterfeited ‘holy and idle 


1 This plural was accepted as a good and original 


joke when uttered by Artemas Ward, but as in 
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beggars and vagabonds,’’ 
alms from them. 


and took the 
These counterfeiters 
were ‘‘ bishops, abbots, priors, deacons, 
archdeacons, suffragans, priests, monks, 
canons, friars, pardoners, and summon- 
ers.”? This is a long list, truly, and the 
supplicant adds that there were fifty-two 
thousand parish churches with innumer- 
able begging friars, who made grievous 
and plentiful exactions, from which, he 
asserts, the ancient Briton was free. The 
Danes and the Saxons would never have 
been able to bring their armies so far 
and to conquer the land, if they had been 
cursed by such an idle class at home. 
Noble King Arthur would never have 
been able to resist Lucius the emperor, 
if he had been troubled by them. The 
Greeks would never have continued so 
long at the sieve of Troy, if they ** had 
had at home suche an idell sort of cor- 
Ro- 
mans would never have been able to put 
the whole world under their control, nor 
would the Turks have been able to get 


morauntes to finde.’’ The ancient 


so much ground in Christendom, if such 
had their 


Thus the author argues with gentle King 


locusts devoured substance. 
Henry, growing more energetic and live- 
ly as he proceeds, until at last he urges 
that ‘‘ these sturdy lobies’’ be made to 
vet their living with their labor in the 
sweat and that if they 
refuse to labor they be tied to the carts, 
to be whipped naked about every mar- 
ket town until they listen to reason. 
The 


way 


of their faces; 


people were in earnest, and no half- 
measures would please them. It 
was only seven years later that Henry 
began the destruction of the monasteries, 
which gave England the picturesque 
ruins that are exhibited to tourists now- 
adays. It was also just before the di- 
vorce of Catherine, the death of More, 
and before those days of terror and dis- 
tress when all but men of the stoutest 
hearts held their breaths in astonish- 
ment at the royal assumption and out- 
lawry. 

The second supplication pleads for a 
reform of the clergy in accordance with 
scriptural standards, which are freely 
many another similar case our forefathers used the 
word in all soberness. 
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quoted. It contains an interesting pas- 
sage in regard to the ‘‘ costliness of ap- 
parel and the diversity and change of 
fresh 


This touches men, 


fashions,’’ a theme that is still a 
one to the reformer. 
but specially who 


women, must wear 


‘* sometime cap, sometime hood; now the 
French fashion, now the Spanish fashion ; 
then the fashion, an 
it there 
», and that v uinly ; 
proud and foolish 
** The peti- 
tion ends with a very fervent prayer for 
the king. 
The thin 


st, but the 


Italian 1 then the 


Milan fashion; is no end of 
consuming 


and all to pl 


man and woman’s fantasy. 


“d supplication is very like the 


fourth is much more in 
the 


tracts for sheep past- 


nt against 
lk sing of vast 


in 


ures, which has led, the petitioners say, 


7 
land, a 


En 
| 


notable 


to the decay of 


corn, and other ‘ disecommodi- 


tyes They support their argument by 
the following proverbs: 

‘¢ The more sheep, the dearer the wool. 
The more she¢ Pp, the dearer the mutton. 
The 
rhe more sheep, the de arer the corn. 
The 


meat. 


more sheep, the dearer the beef. 


more sheep, the scantier the white 


Tm . } 4] , 
[The more she ep, the fewer eggs 


for a penny. 
The truth of these proverbial state- 


ments is established to th« satisfaction of 


the petitioners, who then enter upon a 
| | 


caleulation of the loss to the realm by 
sheep husbandry. Beginning with the 


fact that there were upwards of fifty thou- 
sand towns and vill land, they 
that one plow 


for the re 


wes in En 


asserted less was used in 
each 
plow was able to maintai 


that, 


ison stated; that every 
1 SiX persons; 
h indred 
eprived of their 
had previously been 


und consequently, three 


thousand persons were ¢ 


<a 
subsistence 


who 


‘ : ‘ 
to have meat, drink, and rai- 


ment, uprising and down-lying, 


g, paying 
and lot to God 


or 


and to the king. 


Now they could amly go about to beg 


scot 
steal, and be nged. An investigation 
of the premises was asked. This was 
before the passage of the Act for the 
Punishment of 1547, 


which provided for the branding and en- 


Vagabonds, in 


slaving of idle persons, but it was not 
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before much more cruel punishments had 
been established in vain. Few subjects 
connected with English history are more 
important than those relating to the mo- 
mentous changes of this remarkable pe- 
riod of transition. 

The Knight of La Tour - Landry (a 


feudal castle in the old province of An- 


been mentioned, 


His wife had 


and 


jou), whose book has 
had three daughters. 
dead 
as he 
have 


that there 


been 


twenty years, remem beri 


how his fellows used 


says, 


towards women, and doubting not 
were *‘such fellows now, or 


worse,’’ he determined to make a little 
book about avcd 


and evil women, to the 
intent that his daughters should take pat- 


He dir cted two 


extract from 


rood ones, 
priests and two cler 
the Bible 


Greece, 


tern of the 


chronicles of 
cland examples 
These the 
knicht arranged and rec wrded in 
for he 
and to be more plainly 

The 

} 


by the stories is often questionable, but 


from 
and 


and bad 


and 


women. 
pre se 


than in verse, wished to 
udy brevity 
understood. morality ineuleated 


there is an unequivocal utterance on 
woman to the 
The case of Vash- 


sed to exhibit herself 


the subordination of the 
man in matrimony. 
ti, who ref to the 
‘barons’? of Ahasuerus, is made much 
of to show that wives ought to do wor- 
‘¢ show a 
knight 
them when alone to “ more 
The whole 


book is entertaining, and it 


ship to their husbands and 
semblance of love,’’ though the 
would permit 
largely say” their own will. 
of this little 
shows that the 


relations of knights and 


ladies remained in the fourteenth centu- 
ry in very much the state in which they 
are pictured in the Romances of the 
Round Table. 

The remaining volumes to be consid- 
ered in this class refer to a later period, 
— the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries. 
They ire remarkable for their repetition 
Book of 


same di- 


and redundancy. Caxton’s 


Curtesye (1477) contains the 
rections that we find again and again in 
the 
| 


Booke of Precedence and in the 
One suggestion of Cax- 


He 


the young to exercise themselves in read- 


ga ees Book. 


ton must not be forgotten. urges 
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ing books adorned with eloquence, es- 
pecially Gower’s Confessio Amantis, and 
f the lo- 
quence that illumined all Britain, 
Chaucer,’ 
not words, but the 
He also re 
gate, bi 
Andr 
troduction Knowled 
ol Helth, ar ec 
The wri was a genius in his way. 
ned t t 


tions how to speak all man- 


the work ¢ ‘* founder « ornate e 
father 
whose words, he says, seem 
thines themselves. 
ommends Occleve and Lyd- 
it mentions no others. 


The In- 
Dyetary 


ew Boorde’s two books 


e, and 


in interest. 


In 


ond to none 


the first-menti reatise he attempts 


to giv 


ner of iages, and to describe the 


habits an istoms of all coun- 
quot: 


Boorde will establish 


men of 


tries. Andrew 


the 


tions from 


his place as 


father t] vriters of travelers’ word- 
books. 
whens be y¢ Unde 


rland. Je 


ti ] porta bene. 
Th 


ya ung 


rht good lodgyne. 


Done 


morow, 


Geve me ed. 
Ger God 


moy de pane. 


my master! 
Goed n 
Hosts » you good meate ? 


Wer- 
tyn, 
> 
Boor 
countries and 1eir 
ter than 
itinerary wi on 


the 
is much bet- 
He |} 


one ot 


of various 


pe ople 


a 


we 


evins his 
the 


protan- 


oland;: first 


mentions is the 
of the 


ql ¢ that still gives 
them notori 


4: he 


country 


a trait 
‘In all the world, 
no region nor 
earing than is used 


a child that se: 


more sw 


irce can 
a girl, a wench, nowa- 
days will swear as great oaths as an old 
knave and an old drab.’’ 
the Italiar proverb, 


land, ‘ pe ple,’’ 


. } 
Is ho ianad ¢ 


says 
good 
for there 
1 to England in manners 
bold 
and strong and mighty ; the women be 
full of be wha 
They 
their 
vain, 


’ England, 
is not true, 
Le 
1anhood. 


and n ‘Englishmen be 


ind they be decked g: ivly. 
‘tuously, and God is served 
voutly.”’ It 


attempt to 


Tare sun 


in chur “a s dey were 


however, to follow our 
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author in his praises of his native land. 
Let us see what he says of other coun- 
tries. 

He 


the people are prone 


Wales, 
steal, though 
They 
and 


strong men, whose voices and 


into where 


to 


next travels 


boasting very ancient pedigrees. 


love toasted cheese and metheglin, 


are hardy, 


harps are like the buzzing of a bumble- 
Ireland he 


by one set of people like the 


inhab- 
k En- 
naturally testy, and by anoth- 
er, called the Wild Irish, who are sloth- 
ful, ill-mannered, rude, untaught; 
The Scotch are boastful, and 
not to be trusted. They drink bad ale, 


hate 


bee. finds a country 
ited 
clish, but 
and un- 
civilized. 
eat oaten cakes, and 
The 


drinkers; 


Englishmen. 
Dutch are creat 
the 
hinder loins of frogs, and have fine church 


Flemmings and the 


they eat toad-stools and 


meat shambles, 


The High 


dressed, 


spires and at least in 


Antwerp. Germans are rude, 
loud their talk. 


nd Saxony Boorde finds small 


badly and in 
Denmark a 
and bare countries, which leads him to 
express his et cae that they ever 
conquered England, and his confidence 
that they ll te 


never do it Thus this sa 


and ; world beside can 


again. gacious 
and gossipy author rattles away with his 
del the of 
ll follow him only far 
he 


ntries 


lineation of countries 


We sha 


enough to k 


hurried 

Europe. 
arn what discovered in 
two or three other cou 
In 


found the 
the 


Turks then. 
he 


in 


Gréece was under the 
its capital, Constantinople, 
fairest world, 
and 
Ven- 


beauty 


( hurch 
oht a? of 


cathedral 


with a ‘* wonderful si priests 
re lies. 


of 


a remarkable collection of 


ice was a noble city, full 


ind riches, standing miles within 


the 


seven 


having water in 


the 


sea, running its 


streets, on which merchants were 


rowed in fair little barges. There was 


Venic e. 


ywns with close sle 


no poverty in The merchants 


wore long o% eves; they 


their beards 
Lombardy was a ‘‘ champion’ 
The 


their beards, and were scornful of speech, 


polled their heads and let 
crow. 

country. people ** set much’’ on 
viving answers to questions by ‘ wrying 
the head at the 
hands abroad, 


shoulders! 


one side, displaying the 
the 


snails and frogs, 


and shrugging 
They ate 


up 
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The 


French had ‘no great fantasy ’’ to En- 


and kept very vicious cur dogs. 


glishmen, though their country was full 
of goodly towns, where a man could get 
good cheese for his money. The people 
delighted in gorgeous apparel, and gave 
the fashions to all nations. Spain was 
a very poor country », &xce pt on the sea- 
board, and the men wore Spanish cloaks 
to hide their old coats and other worn- 
out clothes. Finally, 
to his island home through France, which 
he declares belongs to England “ 


Boorde came back 


by right 
or ‘* why should Henry VI. 


have been crowned Kine of France at 


many ways,”’ 


Paris? and has not royal King Henry 
VIII. conquered Bouloene ? 7 

If we turn to Boorde’s Dyetary we 
shall learn much more of the mode of liv- 
ing in England, as well as of the general 
information of the period in medical and 
sanitary matters. His Dyetary begins 
with a description of a home, and tells 
the reader how to make it healthful and 
convenient. The singular habit of the 
time of distorting Scripture, with good 
intent, is shown in the directions how to 
situate the house for the health of the 
body. He says the builder must take heed 
to the counsel of God to Abraham to find 
a country abounding with milk and hon- 
ey. It is to be noted that where there is 
plenty of milk there is plenty of pasture, 
and where there is much honey there is 
no scarcity of wood; and that, therefore, 
to follow the man 


must situate his house where he is sure 


divine directions, a 
Soorde 
adds that the house ought to be 
where there is plenty of ‘* 


to have both water and wood! 
built 
elbow room ”’ 
and a fair prospect, to satisfy the ey 
and to content the mind. Explicit direc- 
tions are then given on sanitary matters: 
so thorough are they, indeed, that an 
English health officer says they compre- 
hend all that reformers have been teach- 
ing for tlie past twenty years, and that 
it is difficult to say that any advance has 
been made upon them ! 

After instructing the reader on these 
points, Boorde vives advice about the 
management of one’s income, and about 
clothing, eating, drinking, and caring 
for the sick, closing with the details of 
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arrangements of a sick-room and the care 
of the dying, to the end that the sick 
man ‘* may finish his life catholickly, in 
the faith of Jesu Christ, and so depart 
out of this miserable world.”’ 


There remains of the books we have 
purposed to discuss only that one which 
Mr. Furnivall has named, from the first 
chapter of its varied contents, The Ba- 
bees Book. The volume comprises also 
the Books of Nurture, of Hugh Rhodes 
and John Russell; Wynkyn de Worde’s 
Boke of Keruynge (Carving); the Book 
of Demeanor; the Book of Courtesy; the 
School of Virtue; and a number of other 
small works on the general subject of 
Like *the 


of Boorde that we have just laid down, 


manners and meals. volume 
The Babees Book is almost priceless on 
account of its pictures of the manners 
and customs of medizval England, while 
it is of nearly equal value as a philolog- 
ical study. 

The The Babees Book 
proper is A Little eport of how Young 
People should Behave. Taking us back 
three quarters of a century before the 
accession of Elizabeth, it brings before 


sub - title of 


us the author praying for divine direc- 
tion as he translates from the Latin. He 
then appeals directly to his readers in 
terms that prove his book to be intended 
for children of high rank: — 

* But, O young Babees, whom blood royal 
With grace, feature and hich hability 
Hath adorned, on you it is I call 


To know this book ; for it were great pity, 


Since in you is set sovereign beauty, 
If virtue and nurture were not with all ; 
To you, therefore, I speak in special.’ 


Only eight pages are occupied by this 
portion of the volume. The children 
are exhorted to speak when they are 
spoken to, to be courteous, to answer 
briefly, to stand until told to sit, to thank 
one who praises them, and to be very 
careful about manners at meals. 

In other places in the volume the good 
youth are directed to take their broth 
with spoons, and not directly from the 
dish agent; 


they are counseled not to cut their meat 


without an intermediate 


like field laborers, who have appetites 
so ravenous that they do not care for 
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the rules of good manners; they are en- 
couraged not to carry food to the mouth 
with the knife, nor to hold it in the hand. 
This was two hundred years after Chau- 
cer, whose nun proved her dainty breed- 
ing by the skill with which she fed her- 
self with her fingers. There had been, 
no doubt, much progress in indoor civili- 
zation in the interim, more progress in- 
leed, than has been made since, — in the 
theory, at least. As we find in Boorde 
that the principles of ventilation, drain- 
age, and good living were well under- 
stood in his day, so we learn from The 
Babees Book rules of good table-man- 
ners that still hold sway, and would do 
good service if inculeated in hundreds 
of public heuses and families of Europe 
and America, in the present year of 
grace. 
Much of the advice is as elementary 
that found in the to Good 
Manners of 1877, but In the 
300k of Courtesy, for example, we are 
warned never to speak ‘‘ unhonestly ”’ of 
womankind, 


as 


Guides 


no more. 


nor even to harbor thoughts 
derogatory to them, for, it argues axi- 
omatically, we are all of woman born, 
At meals 


we are admonished not to quarrel nor 


as our fathers were before us. 
to make grimaces; not to come with un- 
washed hands or with filthy nails; not to 
laugh with the mouth full, 


cram, hor to 


nor to ‘‘ sup soup with great sounding,”’ 
all of which practices, like evil commu- 
nications, tend undoubtedly to corrupt 
But this is not all. We 
are told not to spit on the table nor to 
fondle the dog; 
straw, ora stick as a tooth 
to drink with food in the mouth nor 
to blow the food, either to warm or to 
cool it; not to wipe the teeth or the 
eyes with the table-cloth, nor to lean on 
the elbow, nor to put the thumb into the 
drinking-cup, nor the food into the salt- 
cellar. e 


good manners. 
not to use a knife, a 


pick; not 


Some of the advice is whimsical or su- 
perstitious, as when we are urged by no 
means to put up at a house where there 
a woman with red hair, for 
We are told to 
three drams of mastic be- 


is a man or 
such are to be dreaded! 
chew two or 
fore retiring, to guard the body from bad 
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humors, and to have a hole in the top 
of the night-cap (which should be of 
scarlet stuff), to permit the vapor of the 
head to pass off at night. 

Nothing is more marked in medieval 
manners than the attention given to per- 
and recular devo- 


sonal cleanliness to 


tions. The veriest Pharisee would have 
been satisfied with the frequent washings 
prescribed, and the devoutest saint could 
find little to object to in the prayers. 
Over and over again it is urged, ‘* Say 
your morning prayers, and desire God 
to bless you, to preserve you from all 
dangers, and to direct you in all your 
actions. Therefore see that you 
be mindful of him, and remember that 
to that intent were you born, to wit, 
to set forth his glory, and most holy 
name.’’ ‘* Pray fervently to God before 
you sleep, to inspire you with his erace, 
to defend you from all perils and sub- 
tleties of wicked fiends, and to prosper 
you in all your affairs; and then lay 
aside your cares and business, as well 
public as private, for that night; in so 
doing you shall sleep more quietly.’’ 
Two very interesting documents are 
entitled, How the Goodwife taught her 
Daughter, How the Wise Man 
taucht his the former being 
naive and suggestive that it repays care- 
ful perusal. 


and 


Son, so 


It opens with this advice: 
* Daughter, if thou wilt be a wife 
Go to 
Look thou spare for no rain, 
For thou farest the best that ilk day 
When thou hast God y-seyn 


church when thou may, 


{seen 

Iie must needs well thrive 

That liveth well all his life, 

My leef child 

In church she is to give alms; she must 
not chatter nor gossip, but be courteous 
to all. 
the subject of devotion, the eood - wife 


Having given good counsel on 


turns to matrimony, which was in those 
antiquated times, apparently, the chief 
end of woman, and directs her daughter 
to scorn the worship of no man whoso- 
ever he be, but to beware of man, how- 
ever, in a general way: — 
* For a slander raised ill 
Is evil for to still, 
My leef child.” 

wedded God with a 
ring,’ she must love, honor, and obey 


Once ‘« before 
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with the meekest old-fashioned submis- 
sion, and become a mild, circumspect 
matron, never laughing loudly, nor walk- 
ing fast, nor talking much, nor swearing 
much, nor haunting the tavern, nor 
drinking too much, even in private, nor 


being often drunken: — 


Next, the young wife is instructed in 
detail about household economy, the 
servants, and in re 


2.9 ° : 
S With m ighl 


ard 


management ol 


to dea ing 


ors, with the poor, 


ick, and the distressed. 


the rich, the 
These portions are replete with 
As 


and will not 


t practical 
regards her children, if 


wisdom. 


they rebel behave, she 


t r ** blow 


{ curse I i 


not to ** them, 


take a and beat them 


but to 
until they cry acknowledge 
their cuilt. n ; laughters are 
born she is in view of 


their marriage, an » wed them as 


promptly as possible, for, says the good- 
wile, — 
* Maider 
But of 
M 
In conclusion, 
that she had 
born than to have 
the 


ehter is assured 


better never have been 
been untaucht of this 
lore, down upon 
her all the 
patriarchs, from God himself, from Mary, 


all ang 


brief, she adds ‘‘ from all holy wichts 


and mother calls 


numberless from 


blessings 


els, and ali archangels; in 


and 
whatsoever! 

If time and space sufficed it would be 
entertaining to consider in detail all the 
divisions of The Babees Book. It must 


suffice, however, to say in conclusion 


that in it we learn what food our fore- 
fathers ate, and how they cooked it; how 


they laid their tables, cut their bread, 
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and folded their 
dressed, washed, slept, 


napkins; how they 


and cared for 
their bodies in sickness and health; how 
they prayed in public and private; how 
they nurtured their children, and how 
they buried their dead. To Americans 
i to find that 


customs which have been attributed to 


it is comforting habits and 
them as their originators were long, long 


The re 


in learning that 


avo bred in the Enclish bone. 


is a grim consolation 
ft-repeated rules against expectoration 


lie were needed in England 
The 


tion contained in the folowing lines is 


four 
exhorta- 


d years gone by. 


frequently given: 
i J 


Without pursuing our fruitful theme at 
th, it 


ries of 


remains to be said that 
the 


tents of which it has been our object to 


ible si volumes, 


con- 
sketch, is av tilable for the use of Amer- 


| the 


udents shelves of 
private libraries. In 


on many 


public an some 
cases the volumes may be found, as in 


library of Mr. Mendlicott, of 
Massachusetts, in 


Lon _~ 


the 
meadow, the large- 
The ordinary edition is 


Amherst College; the 


Library, Baltimore; the Bos- 


paper edition. 

in the library of 
Mercantile 
ton Atheneum; the Mercantile Library, 


srooklyn; the Public Library, Cincin- 


nati; the library of the Northwestern 
l 


University, Evanston, Illinois; Harvard 
College Library; the library of the col- 
leze of New Jersey, Princeton; the li- 

the Peabody Institute, Balti- 
more; the Public Library, Philadelphia; 
the Mercantile Library, Philadelphia; 
the Libr é 
at the University of Wisconsin; and at 
Yale College. 


brary of 
1 
Congress, Washineton: 


ary of 


Arthur Gilman. 





1877. ] Some Rambling Notes 


SOME RAMBLING NOTES (¢ 


ALI 
h vd been | 


The pleasant May weather sug 


journeyings I had ever done 
ely in the way of business. 
sted a 
: 
noveity, ! 
the 
Th 


cood man, one of the best of men, 


unely, a trip for pure recrea- 
left 


£0, 


tion, yread-and-butter element 


out. Reverend said he would 
too: 


although a cle 


a 
ryman. By eleven at 
in New Haven and on 
York boat. We bought 


ket | wandering 


Ke 


night we were 


board the New 
1 
then 


our tic went 


around, he nd there, in the solid com- 


and idle, 


tween ourselves and the 


fort of being fre¢ and of put- 


tine dist 
mails and telegraphs. 

After : 
and 


ile I went to my state-room 
the 
We 

now, and it was pleasant 
the take the 


ze and watch the cliding 


undressed, but night was too 


enticing bed. were moving 


down the 
to stand at window and 


ool nicht-1 ret 


ce 
1; 
i 


ehts on shore. Presently, two elderly 
under that window and 


Their talk 


1.0 business of mine, yet I was 


men sat 


down 


rsation. 


began conve 


prope! 
feeling 


was 
ly 
friendly toward the world and 
willing to be entertained. I soon gath- 
ered that they were brothers, that they 
were ‘ 
and that the 
the cemetery. Said one, — 

‘¢ Now. John, we talked it all 
amongst out selves, and this is what we ’ve 
} 


aone. 


from a small Connecticut village, 


{ matter in hand concerned 


over 


1 = ‘9 
Y ou see, every body was a-movin 
from the old buryin’ ground, and our 
folks was most about left to theirselves, 


as you may say. They was crowded, 


too, as you know; lot wa’n’t big enough 
place : 
died, 


She 


in the first 
Seth’s 


and last year, when 


wife we could n’t hardly 


tuck her in. sort o’ overlaid Dea- 


con Shorb’s lot, and he soured on her, 


so to s and on the rest of 
talked I was for a 
lay-out in the new simitery on the hill. 
They wa’ n’t unwilling, if it was cheap. 


Well, the two best 


peak, us, too. 


So we it over, and 


and biggest plots 


of an Idle Excursion. 


\9F AN IDLE EXCURSION. 
was No. 8 and No. 


nice comfortable room for twenty -six, — 


9, — both of a size; 


but 
reckon in children and other sherts, 


twenty-six full-crowns, that is; you 
and 
strike an everage, and I should say you 


be thirty-two 


might lay in thirty, or may 
or three, pretty genteel, — no crowdin’ 
to signify.”’ 

** That’s a plenty, William. 
one did you buy? "7 


Which 


** Well, I’m a-coming to that, John. 
You see, No. 8 was thirteen dollars, No. 
9 fourteen ”’ 


at I see, 


So’s ’t you took No. 8. 
I took No. 9. And I’ll 
In the first place, 
wanted it. Well, after 


*d gone on about Seth’s wife 


‘* You wait. 
tell you for why. 
Shorb 


the way he 


Deacon 


overlappin’ 
of 


his prem’ses, I’d ’a’ beat 
that No. 9 if I’d ’a’ had to 
two dollars extra, let alone one. 
Says I, 


Life ’s on’y 


him out 
stand 
That’ 


what 


s the way I felt about it. 
’s a dollar, any way ? 
we ain’t here for 
good, and we can’t take it with us, says 


a pilgrimage, says I; 


I. Sol just dumped it down, knowin’ 
the Lord don’t 
v0 for nothin’, 


suffer a good deed to 
and cal’latin’ to take it 
out 0’ s mebody in the course o’ trade, 
Then there was another reason, John. 
No. 9’sa long way the handiest lot in 
the simitery, and the likeliest for situa- 
tion. It lays right on top of a knoll in 
the dead centre of the buryin’ ground; 
and you can see Millport from there, 
and Tracy’s, and Hopper Mount, and a 
raft o’ farms, and so on. There ain’t 
no better outlook from a buryin’ plot in 
the State. Si Higgins says so, and I 
reckon he ought to know. Well, and 
that ain’t Shorb had to 
take No. 8; wa’ n’t no help for ’t. Now, 


No. 8 jines on to No. 9, but it’s on the 


all. Course 


slope of the hill, and every time it rains 
it “ll soak right down on to the Shorbs. 
Si Higgins says ’t when the deacon’s 
time comes, he better take out fire and 
marine insurance both on his remains.’’ 


Here there was the sound of a low, 
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placid, duplicate chuckle of appreciation 
and satisfaction. 

‘* Now, John, 
draft of the ground, 


here ’s a little rough 
that I’ve 
Up here in the left- 
hand corner we’ve bunched the depart- 
ed; took them from 


stowed 


made on 
a piece of paper. 


the old grave-yard 


and them along side o’ 


one 
t’other, on a first-come-first-served plan, 
eran’ther Jones 


no partialities, with 


for a starter, on’y because it happened 


so, and windin’ up indiscriminate with 


Seth’s twins. 


A little crowded towards 
] 
li 


the end of the lay-out, may be, but we 


’t wa’ n’t best to scatter the 


Well, next 


where it’s 


reckoned 
twins. comes the livin’. 
Hers * 
in’ to put Mariar and her family, when 
they ‘re called; B, that’s 
Hos a and his’n ; CU, 


What ’s left is these two lots here, — just 


marked A, we’re 


7O- 
for brother 


Calvin and tribe. 


the gem of the whole patch for ceneral 
style and outlook; they ’re for me and 


Which of 


” 


my folks, and you and yourn. 
them would you ruther be buried in? 
took me mighty un- 
William! It started 

Fact is, I was thinkin’ so 
makin’ things comfortable 
I had n’t thought 
being buried myself.’’ 


‘¢] swan you ’ve 
expected, sort of 
the 


busy 


shivers. 
about 
for the others, about 
show, John, 
We've all 
To go 


record ’s the main thing. Fact is, it’s 


** Life’s on’y a fleetin’ 


as the sayin’ is. got to go, 


sooner or later. with a clean 
the on’y thing worth strivin’ for, John.” 
‘¢ Yes, that’s so, William, that’s 
there ain’t no getting around it. Which 
of these lots would you recommend ? ”’ 


** Well, it depends, John. Are you 


so; 


particular about outlook ? 
Il am, William; I don’t 
Reely, I don’t know. But 
mainly, 1 reckon, I’d set store by a 


**] don’t say 


say I ain’t. 


south exposure.”’ 

‘* That’s easy fixed, John. They ’re 
They take the 
sun and the Shorbs get the shade.’’ 

‘* How about sile, William? ”’ 


both south exposure. 


** D’s a sandy sile, E’s mostly loom.’’ 

** You may gimme E, then, William; 
a sandy sile caves in, more or less, and 
costs for repairs.’’ 

‘¢ Allright; set your name down here, 
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John, under E. Now, if you don’t mind 
payin’ me your share of the fourteen dol- 
lars, John, while we ’re on the business, 
everything ’s fixed.’’ 

After some higeling and sharp bar- 
gaining the money was paid, and John 


took 


some 


bade his brother good - night and 


his leave. There was silence for 
moments; then a soft chuckle welled up 
from the lonely William, and he 
tered: **I declare I have n’t 
made a mistake! It’s D that’s mostly 
not E. And John’s 

] 


a sandy sile after all.’’ 


mut- 


for ’t, if 


loom, booked for 

There was another soft chuckle, and 
William departed to his rest, also. 
New York, 


Still we managed to get 


The next day, in was a 


hot one. more 
To- 


ward the middie of the afternoon we ar- 


or less entertainment out of it. 
rived on board the staunch steamship 
Bermuda, with bag and baeeage, and 
hunted for a shady place. It was blaz- 
ing summer weather, until we were half 
Then I buttoned 
half an hour later I put 
on a spring overcoat and buttoned that. 
As we passed the light-ship I added an 
and tied a handkerchief 
the collar to hold it 
So rapidly had the summer gone and 


way down the harbor. 


my coat closely; 


ulster around 


snug to my neck. 
winter come again! 

By nightfall we were far out at sea, 
No 
here, no letters, no 


with no land in sight. telegrams 


could come news. 
This was an uplifting thought. It was 
still more uplifting to reflect that the 
millions of harassed people on shore be- 
hind us were suffering just as usual. 
The next day brought us into the 
midst of the Atlantic solitudes, — out of 
smoke-colored soundings into fathomless 
deep blue; no ships visible anywhere 
but 
Mother Cary’s chickens wheeling, dart- 
the 


over the wide ocean; no company 


ing, skimming waves in the 


sun. 
There were some sea-faring men among 
the passengers, and conversation drifted 
into matters concerning ships and sail- 
ors. One said that ‘‘ true as the 
to the pole sia 
needle seldom pointed to the pole. 


needle 
was a bad ficure, since the 
He 
said a ship’s compass was not faithful to 
any particular point, but was the most 
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fickle and treacherous of the servants 


of 
changed every day in the year; conse- 


man. It was forever changing. It 


quently the amount of the daily varia- 
tion had to be ciphered out and allow- 
ance made for it, « lse the mariner would 


} 


utterly Another said there 


fortune waiting for the genius 


stray. 
was a vast 


who should invent a compass that would 
‘ted by the local influences of 
He said there was only 

iture more fickle than a wooden 


ship’s compass, and 


one cre 
that was the com- 
Then 
l-known fact 


ook at 


pass of an iron ship. came refer- 


that an ex- 


ence to the w 


perienced mai the com- 


iner can 
pass of a iron vessel, thousands of 


miles fre jirthplace, and tell which 


way her head was pointing when she was 


in proc s yuilding. 
Now an an 
to t ulkine 


used 


ient whale-ship master fell 


ibout the 


sort of crews they 


to have in his early days. Said 
he, — 

imes we ’d have a batch of col- 
lot. 


n’t know the cat-heads 


* Some 


Ienorant ? 


lege students. Queer 


Why , they did 


Sut if you took 
bit, 


from the main brace. 
them for fools 
They ’d learn more in a month than an- 
other man would in a We had 
Mary Ann, that came 
les on. And be- 
from main truck 
clothes that 
stle. He had a chest 


and broadcloth coats, 


you ’d get sure. 

year. 

one, once, in the 
i ~ 


aboard wit spectac 


+) 1 . 
sides, | eced ou 


nobbiest 


everything swell, you 
*t the salt water fix them 
Well, voing 


told him to go aloft and 


P 
suess not! 


the fore-to’gallants’l. Up 
top, 


fore with his specta- 
in a minute down he comes 
yr insulted. 


‘ | Says the mate, 
‘What did you come down for?’ 
the ‘ P’raps you did n’t notice that 
there rs above there.’ You 


Says 
chap, 

n’t any shrouds above the 
Che men bursted out ina laugh 
heard the 
dark 
the mate ordered this chap 


I’m 


tore top. 


such as never 


you 


like of. Next nicht, which was 


and rainy, 


to go aloft about something, and 
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dummed if he didn’t start up with an 
umbrella and alantern! But no matter; 
he made a mighty vood sailor before the 
voyage was done, and we had to hunt up 
Years aft- 
had forgot all about 


something else to laugh at. 
erwards, when I 
him, I comes into Boston, mate of a ship, 
and was loafing around town with the 
second mate, and it so happened that we 
stepped into the Revere House, thinking 
may be we would chance the salt-horse 
in that big dining-room for a flyer, as 
the boys say. Some fellows were talk- 
ing just at our elbow, and one says, 
‘Yonder ’s the new governor of Massa- 
chusetts, — at that table over there, with 
the We took a good look, my 
mate and I, for we had n’t 


ladies.’ 
either of us 
ever seen a governor before. I looked 
and looked at that face, and then all of 
But I did 


‘Mate, I’ 


a sudden it popped on 
Says 


over 


n’t give any sign. ve 


a notion to fo 
with him.’ Says he, ‘ ink I see you 
Says ‘Mate, 1’m 
Says he, ‘ Oh, yes, I 
May be you don’t want to bet 
Says I, ‘ I don’t mind 
Says he, ‘ Put 
goes,’ says I, plank- 
But 


and says, pretty sarcastic, 


doing it, Tom.’ 
a-coing to do it.’ 
cuess so! 
you will, Tom?’ 
coing a V on it, mate.’ 
- Up 
ing the cash. 
he covered it, 
‘ Had n’t you better take your grub with 
the Tom ?’ 
Says I, ‘ Upon second thoughts, I will.’ 
Says he, ‘ Well, Tom, you are a dum 
fool.’ Says I, ‘ May be I am, may be I 


ain’t; but the main question is, Do you 


it up.’ she 


This surprised him. 


vovernor and the ladies, 


want to risk two and a half that I won’t 
do it?’ ‘ Make it a V,’ says he. ‘ Done,’ 
says I. I 


slapping his hand on his thigh, he felt 


started, him a-giggling and 


so ood. I went over there and leaned 
my knuckles on the table a minute and 
looked the governor in the face, and 
‘ Mister Gardner, 
He stared, 


Then all of a sudden he 


don’t 
I stared, 


says 43 you 


know me?’ and 
and he stared. 
sings out, ‘ Tom Bowling, 
Ladies, it’s old 
that you ’ve heard me talk about, — ship- 
mate of mine in the Mary Ann.’ He 
rose up and shook hands with me ever 


by the holy 


poker! Tom Bowling, 


so hearty —I sort of glanced around and 
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shipmates until the garment and their 


] ] 


took a realizing sense of my mate’s sau- 
bodies had warmed life into him again. 


cer eyes, — and then says the governor, 
you Among the sailors was a Portuguese who 


‘ Plant yourself, Tom, plant yourself; 
can’t cat your anchor again till you ’ve knew no English. He seemed to have 


had a feed with me and the ladies!’ I no thought of his own calamity, but was 
planted myself alongside the governor, concerned only about the captain’s bit- 
and canted my eye around towards my r loss o ife and children. By day, 
mate. Well, sir, his de vd-lights were 


bugged out like tompions; and his mouth 


ssion in 


stood that wide open that you could have 


¢ | 


laid a ham in it witho 


here wa 
clusion of the 
after a mom 


young man sa 


walked aft 


One passenger ¢ 


ipwrecked men, selfishness 


t and jeal 


time-keeper, 


tons now, 
ist success was 


rought nol] 


wreck, 
to this effect 

Captain Rounceville’ ssel was lost 

mid-Atlantic, and likewise his wife 

his two littl hi . Captain ; 

Rounceville and seven seamen escaped  itude, mad 
with life, but with litt] Ilse. A small, that woul 
rudely constructe ‘aft w be their this ship 
home for eight days. They h wither men staring their unt 
They had searce- and dismay into each 


but races. i i 3 day, still another 


drove on, 


provisions nor water. 


ny clothing; no one ‘ 
he captain. This coat was changing shi » Came up out of li tance, but 
all the time, for the weather was the men noted with a pang that her 


hands 
was one which would not bring 


very cold. Whenever aman bee ime exX- course 
hausted with the cold, they put the co it her nearer. 
nearly spent; their lips and tongues were 


Their remnant of life was 


on him and laid him down between two 
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swollen, parched, cracked with eight 


days’ thirst; their bodies starved; and 


here was their last eliding 


chance re- 


lentlessly from them; they would 
the next 


day or two past the 


not be 


alive when sun For a 


rose. 


men had lost their 


voices, but Rounceville 

The Por- 
him on the shoulder in 
All knelt at the 
at was waving 
n ul ; ut < iT, ind 
The 


red, 


now Captain 

whispe red, ** Let us pray.”’ 
tuguese patted 
sign of deep approval. 
bi ft oar th the sig- 
bowed their heads. 
the sun rested, a 


the 


men presently raised 


ssine: 
, on the sea-line in 
west 

their he roared a 
the 


and flapping 


would have 


hallelujal i hey had had a voice: 
ship’s sails wrinkled 
against her ts, she 


Here 


was going about! 


was re » at last, and in the very 


ed disk sank un- 
larkness blotted out the 
’ 

une a pleasant sound, 

in a boat’s rowlocks. 

and 
my 

othing 


** Hol-lo 


answer; 


within 
Then 
rhe casta- 
their swollen 
rhe bo: kirt- 
the 


nearer, - 


visible. 


l voice. 


round raft, started 
ony of it!—returned, rest- 


hand, 


doubt. | eep voice again: ** Hol-lo! 


] ; liat ; 
ose al iistening, 


no 


Where are ye, shipmates?’’ Captain 


ie “17g ° 
Rounceville whispered to his men, say- 


Willow- Tree. 
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ing: ‘¢ Whisper your best, boys! 
all at once! ’ 


now — 
So they sent out an eight- 
fold whisper in hoarse concert: “Here! ad 
succeeded ; 
After that 


moment Captain Rounceville 


There was life in it if it 


death if it failed. supreme 
was 


con- 
scious of came to him- 


Said the 


nothing until he 


self on board the saving ship. 
Reverend, concluding, — 
‘* There was one little moment of time 


in which that raft could be 


visible from 


that ship, and only one. If that one 
unfruit- 
valed. As 
shave events 
the 


wa- 


little fleeting moment had passed 
ful, those 


ciose as 


men’s doom Was § 
that God 
foreordained from the beg 
When the 


e that day, 


does 
ning ot 


world. sun reached the 


ter’s edg 


the captain of that 


ship was sitting on deck reading his 


pray¢ -book. The book fell; he stooped 


y 
} 
K 


to pic 
the 
rait 


it up, and happened t 


sun. 


In that instant 


appeared for a second : 

red disk, its needle-like oar and diminu- 
tive signal cut sharp and black against 
surface, and in the next in- 


thrust 
But that ship, that ec: 
had 


work appoint d for them in the 


the | right 


stant was away into the dusk 


again. 
that 


tain, and 


pregnant instant their 


dawn of 
fail of the per 


God 


time and could not form- 


ance. The chronometer of 
aoe 


errs 


never 


There was deep, thoughtful silence for 


some moments. Then the gr , pale 


young man said, — 


‘* What is the chronometer of God? 


Mari 


Twain. 


A WILLOW-TREE. 


PAL 


sorrower, in whose listless grace one sees 


Not any shadow of joy while summer beams, 


Looking, as all your 
7 he inconsolable 


For 


foliage earthward streams, 
Niobe of 


me, if some appropriate mood shall please 


trees, 


To have led me where your leafy languor gleams, 


Then throuch my heart, 


a band of glimmering dreams, 


Float these, or lovelier memories than these: 
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A white shape, framed in jealous passion’s gloom, 
Meek Desdemona doth her sad song raise; 
Or mad Ophelia, just before her doom, 
Hangs on your treacherous branch her wildwood sprays; 


Or by the Arcadian brooks, whose banks you plume, 


The dead Greek shepherds flute mellifluous lays! 


A COUNTERFEIT PRESENTMENT. 
COMEDY. 
IN THREE PARTS. PART THIRD 


] 
i 


like a disabled angel, and has n’t sworn 


—well, anything worth speaking 
1 CuMMINGS Yes, here Iam. I suppose it’s al 

but for all I know it may be all ; 
Bartlett: ** Six weeks since you were Bartlett sighs in unguarded sincerity. 
here ? ould n’t have thought that.’’ ‘‘ J don’t know what I’m here for. Nat- 
Bartlett’ sel stands before the win- ure began shutting up shop a fortnight 
dow, in the hotel parlor; he has laid a at a pretty lively rate, and edging 
fint p the canvas, and has retired a " the ith every sien of 
few paces for the effect, his palette and impatience; and yet, here I am, hang- 
mahl-stic k in h 1, and his head carried i r un till. I suppose this climpse 
at a critical angle. u ines, who has F Indiar immer is some excuse just 
ture by the . it’s rfect blessing to the land- 
wed interest. rd, and he ’s making hay — rowen crop 


resumes i r) ‘*¢ Pretty —while the sun shines; I’ve been with 

ummings ? ’ him so long, now, I tak« 
ings: ** Capital! The blue of est in his prosperity, if eigh dollars a 
id week of it do come out of me! What is 


, with a burlesque sigh: ‘‘ Ah, _ talked of in ‘ art-cireles ’ down in Boston, 
ced into my heart and painted, for brother Cummings ? ”’ 
Well, you find me still here, Cummings: ‘* Your picture.’ 
Cummings, and apparently more at home Bartlett, inattentively, whi 
er. The landlord has devoted up to his easel, and 


this parlor to the cause of art, — makes  tesimal portion of paint upon a destitu 


he lower parlor, now, spotinthe canvas: ‘* Don’t be sarcastic, 


its se ft 


have this all to ourselves: Cummings.”’ 

Miss Wyatt sketches, you know. Her Cummings: ‘*1’m not, I assure you.”’ 
mother brings her sewing, and the gen- Bartlett, turning toward him incredu- 
eral his bruises; he has-n’t quite seram- lously: ‘‘ Do you mean to say that The 
bled up, yet, from that little knock-down First Gray Hair is liked ?”’ 
of his; a man doesn’t, at his time of Cummings: **I do. There has n’t 
life, | believe; and we make this our been any picture so much talked of this 
family-room; and a very queer family  season.’’ 

we are! . Fine old fellow, the general; Bartlett: ‘** Then it’s the shameless 


he ’s behaved himself since his accident slop of the name. I should think you’d 
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But 
clergymen have no conscience, where 
they ’ve a chance to do a fellow a kind- 


blush for your part in that swindle. 


ness, I’ve observed. He goes up to 
Cummings with his brush in his mouth, 
his palette on one hand, and his mahl- 
stick in the other, 
hold of his sho 


gaged fingers. 


and contrives to lay 
lders with a few disen- 
As Cummings shrinks a 
‘*¢Oh, don’t be 


get any paint on you. 


little from his embrace : 
afraid; I shan’t 
You need 
though, you uns: rupulous saint!’’ He 
returns to his The Old 


a whole coat of whitewash, 


, . 
easel. -* 3 


Girl —that ’s what I shall call the pict- 


ll 
is she? The admir- 


ure — is a success, 
ing iblic ought to see the orivinal el 
ing public ought to see the original eim- 


tree now: she has n’t got a hair, gray or 
green, on her head; she ’s perfectly bald. 
I say, Cummings, how do for 
me to paint a pendant, The Last Gray 
Hair ? 


1 
the elm, somewhere, 


would it 


I might look up a leaf or two on 
] - stick it on to the 
point of a twig; they would n't know any 
better.’’ 
Cummings: ‘* The leafless elm would 
make a good picture, whatever you called 
it.”’ Bartlett throws back his shaggy 
“ The 
favt is, Bartlett, I’ve got a little surprise 
for you.’’ 
Bartlett, 
‘Somebody wanting to chromo 
Old Girl? 
as that! ’’ 


head and laughs up at the ceiling. 


askance : 
The 
No, no; it isn’t quite so bad 


looking at him 


Cummings, in a burst: ‘* They did 
But it’s sold. They 


’ve got you two hundred dollars for it.’’ 


want to chromo it. 


Bartlett lays down his brush, palette, and 
mahl-stick, dusts his fingers, puts them 
in his pockets, and comes and stands 
before Cummings, on whom, seated, he 
bends a curious look. 

Bartlett: ** And do you mean to tell 
me, you hardened atheist, that you don’t 
believe in the doctrine of future pun- 
ishments? What are they going to do 
And that 


Two hund— 


with you in the next world? 
picture dealer? And me? 
It’s an It’s— The picture 
wasn’t worth fifty, by a stretch of the 


outrace ! 


Two hun- 
Why, Cummings, I’ll paint 
Old Girls, First and Last 
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most charitable imagination! 

dred d— 

no end of 
VOL. 
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I’ll flood the market! 
Lord!” Jartlett 
back to his easel and silently resumes 
work. After a ‘“ Who ’s 
been offered up? om 

‘¢ What?” 

‘* Who’ My 


The noble and discriminating 


Gray Hairs — 


Two — Good oes 


his while: 
Cummings: 
Bartlett: 
patron? 


s the victim? 


and munificent purchaser of The Old 
Girl? ”’ 

Cummings: ** Oh! Mrs. Bellingham. 
She ’s going to send it out to her daugh- 
ter in Omaha.’’ 

Bartlett: ‘* Ah! Mrs. Blake wishes to 
found an art-museum with that curiosity 
out there? Sorry for the Omaha-has.’’ 
Cummings makes ¢ ture of impatience. 
‘* Well, well; I won’t, then, old fellow! 
I’m truly obliged to you. I accept my 
good fortune with compunction, but with 
all the gratitude imaginable. I say, Cum- 
mings! ’’ 

Cummings: ** Well?’ 

Bartlett: ‘* What do you think of my 
taking to high art, — mountains twelve 
hundred feet above the sea, like this por- 
trait of Ponkwasset? ”’ 
Cummings: ‘*1’ve always told you 
that you had only to give yourself scope, 
— attempt something worthy of your 
powers *? — 

Bartlett: ‘* Ah, I thought so. Then 

you believe that a good big canvas and 
a good big subject would be the making 
of me? Well, I’ve come round to that 
idea myself. Iused to think that if there 
was any greatness in me, | could get it 
into a small picture, like Meissonier or 
Corot. But I can’t. I must have room, 
like the Yellowstone and Yo-Semite fel- 
Don’t you think Miss Wyatt is 
looking wonderfully improved ? ’’ 
‘* Wonderfully! And how 
beautiful she is! She looked lovely that 
first day, in spite of her ghostliness; but 
now ’’— 


lows. 


Cummings: 


Bartlett: “ Yes; a phantom of delight is 
good enough in its way, but a well woman 
is the prettiest, after all. Miss Wyatt 
sketches, I think I told you.’’ 

Cummings: ‘* Yes, you mentioned it.”’ 

Barilett: ‘* OF course. Otherwise, I 
could n’t possibly have thought of her 
while I was at work on a great picture 
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like this. 


his nose 


She sketches ”’ 


the canvas in 


licate 


Bartlett puts 
I 
the 


touch — 


aimost on 


procs Ss of be stowing 1 de 


‘she sketches about as badly as any 


woman I ever saw, and that’s saving a 


good deal But she looks uncommonly 
The fact is, 
ires some feet from 
it, — ‘ 


rove 


well while sh *s at it um- 
mings,” — Bartlett re 
squints at 
very picture which 
highly is Mi VW ) itt’s. I 
attempt anything of the size of 


a8 
the canvas and this 


you ap} of sO 
could n’t 
Poul 
onk- 
wasset! to paint it 
1b a iit 
steals a look of 

n con 


tion, ar 


been e, Cummings.’ 


Don't you 


know that I 


sar old fellow 


you ‘rt silly joke, and I 

honestly ask your .” He lays 
' 

and le 


down his brush ives 


the Cast l. = nmings, I don’t know 


what to do. rtect deuce of a 
state. hy awfully hard; an [ 
don’t know what to do al i I wis] 
I had gone at on rstday. But 
I had to stay ad t tay.” He 


7 
and walks away from ( 


turns 
immines, whose 
eyes follow him with pardon and sym- 
pathy. 

Cummings : - » Ve realli it, 
Bartlett? I 
thing. I thoucht y 
ing over that affair 

Bartlett : 
historic il 


such a 

still brood- 
Miss Harlan.’’ 
A pre- 
myth! The 


re i cts the ob- 


did n’t dream of 


with 
‘* Oh, child’s play ! 
A s lar 


thine never was.’’ He 


. ' 
usion. 


solete superstition with a wave of his 


eft hand. ‘*1’m in love with this girl, 


and I feel like a sneak and a brute about 


it. At the very best it would be prepos- 
terous. Who am I, a poor devil of a 
painter, the particular pet of Poverty, to 


think of a young lady 


whose family and 
the 
But putting that aside, — putting that 


position could command her best ? 
insuperable obstacle lightly aside, as a 
mere trifle, — the thing remains an atroc- 
ity. It 
of loving a woman who would never 


*s enormously indelicate to think 
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[¢ Yetober, 


I had n’t re- 
sembled an infernal scoundre] 
I ’ve 


I’ve the pe rfect 


have looked twice at me if 
who tried 
to break her heart; and nothing 
else to commend me. 
cert uinty that she does n’t and can’t care 


anything for me in myself; and it grinds 


me into the dust to realize on what 
she I co 
as a joke, at first; but when it be- 


I had to ] k it in the 


’s what it amounts to, and 


terms tolerates me. ild carry 


it off 


came l 


Tact 


; and that 


if you know of any ss and 
tancle, I Bartlett, 
yproached his friend 


this speech, walks away ag ind there 


more hopel 
, nye os a 

humiliating dont 
who has during 
un; 


is an interval of silence. 


last, 


in love with Miss Wyatt 4 


‘* You 


imag- 


musil 


(umn as it 


. 1 
e/ft, liercely: 


What’ 
ine it? Don’t be 


“ You can’t imagine 


the reas« ima¢ 


n you can’t o 
offensive, C 
He stops in his walk and lowe: 
his friend. ‘* Why should n’ 
love with Miss Wyatt? ”’ 

‘¢ Oh, nothing 


Don’t tell 


pay something 


‘¢T was saying! 


it J was sayine. 


you 


me to stand this sort of 
preposterous. ”’ 


t: “I know it! 


But don’t blame 


DM your pardon. Is 


u it because 
that yo 


the circumstances can’t im- 


agine oy in love with her? 


my bein 


Cummings: ** Oh, no; I was n’t think- 


ing of the circumstances; but it seemed 


so out of character for you ’’ — 
Bartl 


ways out of character, just as 


(t, impatiently: ** Oh, love ’s al- 
it’s al- 
ways out of reason. I admit freely that 
And then? ”’ 

‘* Well, then, I don’t be- 
lieve you have any more reason to be in 
1 love. If 


tolerates you, as you say, it can’t be 


ass 


I’m an: 
Cummings: 
despair than you have to be in 
she 
because you look like the man who jilted 
her.’’ 
Bartlett : 
him?’’ 


Cummings : 


‘Ah! But if she still loves 
‘¢ You don’t know that. 
That strikes me as a craze of jealousy. 
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What m 
for that reason or n 

Bartlett: ** What 
From the very first she 


think she tolerates you 
-reason ? ”’ 
makes me think it? 
interpreted me 
She expect- 
not to be that; to 
tt another; and I 
the fact was 
different. disappoint- 


1 
ment to her 


tle difference between me 


Every lit- 
ther 
tart; and whenever I 


her wistful 


trui eyes On 


and that « 


o puzzle me 
out; they ed to follow me round the 
room 
You wou 


Cummings. 


yours¢ 
first three weeks I 
l — in- 
that. I 


» roar out, 


simply exist tenses, 
voluntary lse pretenses, at 
wanted toe 

‘If you tl 

doned scour 


looks, I’m 


and let my 
0 
silence 


That w 


me alla 
some thing 
But I wa 
knew. 

On 
but ”’ 

Barileti: * lare s Ly you would n’t 
have done it if ) iad n’t a wild ass 
of the d tt 1e% ith. Tell, the 
old pe » indi- 
bevond 


the 


and 


a suppressed whoop or two 
i i 


viduality in me, by 


fr 
Irom 


mother when I came suddenly into the 


room, they didn’t do anything to annoy 
me directly gut they were anxious 


every minute for the effect on her; and 
it worried me as much to have them 
watching h r is to have her watching me. 
Of course I knew that she talked this 
confounded resemblance over with her 
mother y time I left them, and avoid- 


* with her father.’’ 
Cummings: ‘* But you say the trouble ’s 

over, now.”’ 
Bartlett: 


‘*Oh—over! No; it isn’t 
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over. When she’s with me a while she 


ppe - 
She respites me to that extent. 
self- 


and now sup- 


comes to see that I’m nota mere d 
qange 
But I have still some small rags ot 
esteem dangling about me; 
pose I should presume to set up for some- 

hint 
as I do, if she could 


body on my own account; the first 
of my caring for her 
conceive of anything so atrocious, would 


all the old Ah! I 


think of it. Besides, I tell you, it 


tear open sorrows 
can’t 
isn’t all over. It’s only not so bad as it 
when 


W hy’ — 


ett stands facing his friend, with a 


was. She ’s subject to relapse s, 
it’s much worse than ever. 
alf-whimsical, half-desperate smile, as 

about to illustrate his point, when 
Constance and her mother enter the par- 


lor. 


I. 


Constance, Mrs. Wyatt, BARTLI 


CUMMINGS. 
, With a quick, viol 
‘Ah! Oh!” 
Vrs. Wyatt: 
¢! What’s the matter?’ 
“* Oh, 


lauchs, 


Cc’ fa nt arrest: 


‘* Constance, Constance, 
Constance — noth- 
Te | 
was here; and 
startled me. How do you do, Mr. 


r) 11 


She goes quickly 


nothine, 


She ously. 


ner\ 
there nobody 
Cummings ? up to 
hand. 
to find 


such a day as this, up here, at this time 


that eentleman, and gives him her 


** Don’t you think it wonderful 


of ye wr?’ She stru roles to control the 
panting breath in which she speaks. 
I had 
come quite too late for anything of the 
You must make haste 
Ponkwasset, Miss Wyatt, or you ’ll have 


Cummings 7: = Yes: I suUpPPOSE d 


sort. with your 

to paint him with his winter cap on.”’ 
Constance: ** Ah, yes! My picture. 

Mr. Bartlett ’ 


Her eyes have already wandered away 


has been telling you. 


from Cummings, and they now dwell, 
with a furtive light of reparation and 
imploring upon Bartlett’s disheartened 
It is a del- 


salutation, in a 


patience: ** Good morning.’’ 
icately tentative low 
voice, still fluttered by her nervous agi- 
tation. 
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Bartlett, in a dull despair: ‘* Good 

morning.’ 

‘* How is the light on the 
She drifts 

picture, near 

which Bartlett has stolidly kept his place. 
Bartlett, in apathetic inattention: “ Oh, 

very well, very well indeed, thank you.’’ 


Constance : 


mountain this morning? ’”’ 


deprecatingly up to the 


Constance, after a hesitating glance at 
him: ‘* Did you like what I had done on 
it yesterday ?”’ 

Barilett, very much as before: ‘** Oh, 


yes; 


why not?’’ 
gee I was 
She 


Constance, with meek subtlety 
afraid I had vexed you — by it.’ 
bends an appealing 
which Bartlet 


she drops her eyes with a 


glance upon him, to 
t remains impervious, and 
sich. 
Then she lifts them again: ‘* I was afraid 
I had — made the distance too blue.’’ 
Bartle 


Con 


faint 


tt: ** Oh, no; not at all.’’ 
: ** Do you think I had bet- 
ter try to finish it ?’’ 

Bartlett: 


If it amuses you!”’ 


anc 


** Oh, certainly. 


Why not? 


** Of course.”’ 


gut I 


know I am trying your patience too far. 


Constance, pe rplexedly : 


Then with a sad significance: 


You have been so kind, so good, I can’t 

forgive myself for annoying you.”’ 
Bartlett: 

very glad to be useful to you.” 


demurely ° 


‘Tt does n’t annoy me. I’m 


‘* ] did n’t mean 
She 


Constance, 
painting; I meant — screaming.’’ 
lifts her eyes to Bartlett’s face, with a 
pathetic, inquiring attempt at lightness, 
the slightest imaginable experimental 
archness in her self-reproach, which dies 
out as Bartlett frowns and bites the cor- 
ner of his mustache in unresponsive si- 
lence. ‘* I ought to be well enough now 
to stop it; I’m quite well enough to be 
ashamed of it.’’ She breaks off a mis- 
erable little laugh. 

Bartlett, cold 
‘*There’s no reason why you should 
She looks 


at him in surprise at this rudeness. ‘‘ Do 


with indifference 


stop it —if it amuses you.”’ 
you wish to try your hand at Ponkwas- 
set this morning? ”’ 

Constance, with a flash of resentment: 
‘*No; thanks.’’ Then with a lapse into 
her morbid self-abasement: ‘‘ I shall not 


, 


touch it again. Mamma!”’ 


Presentment. [ October, 

Mrs. Wyatt: ‘* Yes, Constance.’’ Mrs. 
Wyatt and Cummings, both intent on 
Bartlett and Constance, have been he- 
roically feigning a polite interest in each 
other, from which pretense they now 
eagerly release themselves. 
‘*Oh—nothing. I 
get it of Mary. 
She goes toward the door. 

Mrs. Wyatt: ‘* Mary isn’t up from her 
breakfast, yet. 


Constance : can 


” 


I won’t trouble you. 


If you want anything, 
let me go with you, dear.’’ She turns to 
follow Constance. ‘* Good morning, Mr. 
Cummings; we shall see you at dinner. 
Good . 


} 
fiance at 


morning,’ — with an inquiring 


Bartlett. Constance slightly 
inclines towards the two gentlemen with- 
out looking at them, in going out with 
her mother; and Cummings moves away 
to the piano, and affects to examine the 
Bartlett 
remains in his place near the easel. 


sheet-music scattered over it. 


ITI. 
BartrLetr and CuMMINGS. 


Bartlett, 
lence which his friend is apparently re- 
to break: ** Sail in, Cum- 


harshly, after a certain si- 


solved not 


mings!’ 
Cummings: ** Oh, I ’ve got nothing to 
say.’ 


Bartlett : ‘¢ Yes, You 


think I’m a greater fool and a creater 


you have. 
brute than you ever supposed in your 
most sanguine moments. Well, I am! 
What then? ’”’ 

Cummings, turning about from the mu- 
sic at which he has been pretending to 
look, and facing Bartlett, with a slight 
shrug: *‘ If you choose to characterize 


your own behavior in that way, I shall 
not dispute you, at any rate.’’ 
Bartlett: 


‘Go on!” 
Cummings: ‘* Goon? You saw your- 
self, I suppose, how she hung upon every 
syllable you spoke, every look, every 
gesture ? ’’ 
Bartlett: ** 


Cummings : 


Yes, I saw it.’’ 

‘* You saw how complete- 
ly crushed she was by your tone and 
manner. 


You ’re not blind. Upon my 
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word, Bartlett, if I did n’t know what 
a good, kind-hearted fellow you are, I 
should say you were the greatest ruffian 
alive.’’ 

Bartlett, with a sroan: ‘* Go on! That 
is something like.’’ 
could n’t hear what 
was going on—I’ll own I tried — but I 
could see; and to see the delicate amende 


Cummings: ‘I 


she was trying to offer you, in such a 
way that it should not seem an amende, 
—a perfect study of a woman’s gra- 
cious, unconscious art, — and then to see 
your sour refusal of it all, it made me 
sick.” 

Barilett, with a desperate clutch at his 
face, like a man oppressed by some sti- 
fling vapor: ‘* Yes, yes! I saw it all, too! 
And if it had been for me, I would have 
given anything for such happiness. Oh, 
she is! I 


would rather have suffered any anguish 


gracious powers! How dear 
than give her pain, and yet I gave her 
pain! I knew how it entered her heart: 
But what could ] 
If I am to be myself, if Iam not 
the for an- 
other man, the /ove she shows to me be- 


I felt it in my own. 
do ? 
to steal tenderness meant 
cause I’m like somebody else, I must 
play the brute. But have a little merey 
least, I’m a baited brute. 
I don’t know which way to turn, I don’t 
know what to do. 


on me. At 


She ’s so dear to me, 
—so dear in every tone of her voice, 
every look of her eyes, every aspiration 
or desire of her transparent soul, — that 
it seems to me my whole being is nothing 
but a thought of her. I loved her help- 
lessness, her pallor, her sorrow; judge 
how I adore her return to something like 
life! Oh, You simplify 
this infernal perplexity of mine and label 
it brutality, and scold me for it. Great 
Heaven! And yet you saw, you heard 
In that in- 
stant the old illusion was back on her, 
and J was nothing. Allthat I had been 
striving and longing to be to her, and 


you blame me! 


how she entered this room. 


hoping and despairing to seem, was swept 
out of reduced to a 
body without a soul, to a shadow, a 
You think I resented it? 
Poor girl, I pitied her so; and my own 
heart all the time like lead in my breast, 


existence; I was 


counterfeit! 
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—a dull lump of ache! I swear, I won- 
der I don’t go mad. I suppose — why, 
I-suppose I am insane. No man in his 
senses was ever bedeviled by such a ma- 


Look here, Cum- 


tell me that this damnable coil 


niacal hallucination. 
mings: 
isn’t simply a matter of my own fancy. 
It ll be some little relief to know that 
it ’s real.’’ 

Cummings: ‘It’s real enough, my 
dear fellow. And it is a trial, — more 
than I could have believed such a fan- 
tastic thing could be.’’ 

Bartlett: ‘* Trial? Ordeal by fire! 
Torment! I can’t stand it any longer.”’ 

Cummings, musingly: “ She is beauti- 
ful, is n’t she, with that faint dawn of red 
in her cheeks, — not a color, but a col- 
ored licht like the light that hangs round 
a rose-tree’s boughs in the early spring! 
And what a magnificent movement, what 
grace! 
been a goddess!’’ 
Bartlett: ** And 


for sweetness and patience! 


a stately The girl must have 
saint 
You think 
she ’s had nothing to bear before from 


Well, I’m 


now she’s a 


me? You know me better! 
going away.”’ 

Cummings : 
best. 


‘¢ Perhaps it will be the 
You can go back with me to-mor- 
row.’’ 

Bartlett : ‘* To-morrow ? Go back with 
What are you talking 
at 


I can’t leave her 


you to-morrow ? 


* Cummings smiles. 


about, man?’ 
can’t go to-morrow. 
hating me.”’ 
Cummings : ‘‘ I knew you never meant 
to go. Well, what will you do?” 
Bartlett : ** Don’t be so cold-blooded! 
What would you do? ”” 
Cummings: ‘*I would have it out, 
somehow.’’ 
Bartlett: ** Oh, you talk! 
Cummings : 
Miss Wyatt.” 
Bartlett: ** Oh, don’t try to play the 
cynic with me! It does n’t become you. 
I know I’ve used you badly at times, 
Cummings. 
leaving you to take the brunt of meeting 
General Wyatt that first day ; I said so 
then, and I shall always say it. But I 
thought you had forgiven that.’’ 
Cummings, with a laugh: “ You make 


How ? ”’ 


‘¢7 am not in love with 


I behaved abominably in 
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it hard to treat you seriously, Bartlett. 
What 


want me to go to Miss Wyatt, and ex- 


lo you want me to do? Do you 


plain your case to her?’ 
erily: ‘* No!” 
ss Py rhaps to 
Barilett, No! ’’ 
Cummings: * ceneral 
Bartlett, quiet: “ You had 


better vo away from here, Cummings — 


infuriate: ‘* 
lo the 


with sudden 


while you can.’ 
' } 


Cummings : 66] see you don’t wish me 


to do anything, and you’re qui e rig] t. 


Nobo l 


ae 
ao anything 


‘* And what 


but yourself. 
would you ad- 
‘I’ve told 


would have it out. 


that I 


You can’t make mat- 


you 
ters worse. You can’t go on in this way 


indefinitely. It’s just possible you 
might find yourself mist iken, — that Miss 
Wyatt cared for you in your own proper 
identity.’’ 


Bartlett : 


Cummings : 


‘For shame!’ 
‘* Oh, if you like! ’’ 
Bartlett, after a pause: **‘ Would you 
— would you see the general? ”’ 
oT I 
the general. Come, Bartlett; don’t be 


You know 


thy advice, and I have n’t any to give. 


Cummings: wanted to marry 


ridiculous. you don’t want 
[ must go to my room a moment.”’ 
Bartlett: — Well, go! 
advantage You ’d have it 
Well, then, J 


I’m a brute, I know, and a fool, 


You re of no 
here. out, 
would you? would n’t. 
but I’m 
Cum- 


mings listens with smiling patience, and 


not such a brute and fool as that! ”’ 


then voes without reply, while Bartlett 
lrops into the chair near the easel, and 
Through 


shows the 


sulkily glares at the picture. 


his back 


, _ 
the window at mel- 


The 


trees have all dropped their leaves, save 


low Indian summer landscape. 
the oaks, which show their dark crimson 
banners among the deep green of the 
pines and hemlocks on the hills; the 
meadows, verdant as in June, slope away 
toward the fringe of birches and young 
maples along the borders of the pond; 
the low-blackberry trails like a running 
fire over the long grass limp from the 
first frosts, which have silenced all the 


[ October, 


insect voices. No sound of sylvan life 


is he ird but the harsh ch alle nee of a jay, 
answered from many trees of the near- 


est wood-lot. The far-off hill-tops are 


molten in the soft azure haze of the sea- 
] iver slopes and crests sleep 
a grayer and thinner veil. It is 
that the painter turns from 


isciousness 


1 ne 


1 the sullen une 


ias dwelt upon the piet- 
| 


ty seems at last to pene- 


he rises and looks upon 
es out on the gallery, and, 
the fall of one of curtains, 


leaning upon thi rapt i 


the common of ne re aming 
While h 
mings appears at the 
then with an air of 


wondering not to see 


revery 
world. lingers there, Cum- 
loor, and looks in; 


some surprise, as if 
Bartlett, vanishes 


again, to give place to 
ires silent- 
1 A few 
moments later Mrs. Wyatt comes to the 
threshold, and calling gently the 
waits briefly and 


At last, the 


and falters in the doorway 


who after a like research ret 


ly and apparently disconcerted. 


into 
room, ** Constan e! 


woes away. young girl her- 


self appears, 


an instant, but finally comes forward and 
drifts softly and indirectly up to the pict- 
th a little 
Bartlett’s 


a snatch of song 


ure, at which she glances 
sigh. At the 


voice, trolling 


same moment 
comes 


from the gallery without: — 


ROMANCE 
I. 


Here apart our paths, then, lie 
This way you wend, that way I; 


rd before you go: 
Do not, do not leave me so! 


Speak one w 


Il. 
What is it that T should say ? 
Tell me quick ; 
Quick ! 


I cannot stay ; 
[ am not good at guessing: 


Night is near, and time is pr 
ul. 
But were 
1 you what I ‘d 
Rather than be baffled so 
I would never, never g« 


As the song 


ends, Bartlett reappears at 
the gallery door giving into the parlor, 
Constance turning at 


and encounters 


his tread from the picture on which she 
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has been pensively gazing while he sang. 


He puts up a hand on either side of the 


door. 
IV. 
ind CONSTANCE. 


BARTLETT 


Bartle 


here. ” 


‘I did n’t know you were 


Neither did 
till I hear 
smiling ironically: ‘* Oh, you 
[ sang!’’ 


, confuse dly : ‘*T—T] don’t 


Constance: ** I — know 
you were, 
Bartlett 
did n’t suppose 
Consta 


d you singing.’’ 


know ”’ 
Bar 
I don’ 


modul 


Ah, vou thought I did! 
i of 


which I flatter my- 


sort 


indulging in a 
self is at peculiarity that ’s en- 
tirely my own. I was baying the land- 
scape mere! 
and I’d no 


you were i! 


or my private amusement, 
it, if I’d 


However, if it’s 


known 


aone 


one way or oth- 


any little idiosyncrasy of 


helped to set he fact 
er, conce! 


mine, I shan’t regret it. I hope not fo 


disappoint you in anything, by and by.’’ 


He drops his hands 


and steps into the 


from the door-posts 
room, while Constance, 


in shrinking abeyance, stands trembling 


at his harshn 
Constance, in faltering reproach: ** Mr. 
Bartlett!’ 
Bartlett: * 
Constance 
but bre 
hauteur: ‘* Con 
mean, Mr. Bart 
Bartlett, with a sudden burst: ‘* What 
does it mean ? It I’m sick 


It means 


Constance! ’’ 
, struecling to assert herself, 
feebly in her attempt at 


? What does this 


aking 
tance 


ett ? 


means that 
of this nightmare masquerade! 
that 
all the wo 


I want to be something to you — 
ld to you —in and for myself. 
It means that I can’t play another man’s 
part any longer and live. It means that 


I love 


stance!’’ 


you, love you, love you, Con- 


He starts involuntarily to- 


ward her with outstretched arms, from 


ls with a convulsive ery. 
. You ? Me ? 
Oh, no, no! y can you be so mer- 
to talk to me of love?’’ She 


drops her glowing face into her hands. 


col 


which she r 


Constance love me 


ciless as 
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Bartlett: Be- 


cause love is more than merey, — better, 


‘¢ Because I’m a man. 


higher, wiser. Listen to me, Constance! 


— yes, I will eall you so now, if never 


again: you are so dear to me that I must 
say it at last if it killed you. If loving 


you is cruel, I’m pitiless! Give me some 


hope, tell me to breathe, my girl! 


Constance ‘* Oh vO, while I can still 


forgive you.”’ 


Bartle ff: 


your forgiveness; I will have all or noth- 


‘¢] won’t go; I won’t have 


ing; I want your love! ”’ 
her and 


turning its desolation upon him: ** My 


Constance, uncovering face 


love? Ihave no love to give. My heart 
is dead.”’ 
Bartlett: 


the ugly 


‘No, 


trance that 


That’ 
’ve b rth 
You ’re 
now than when you came here; you’re 
My 


again! 


no! s part of 
I 


we been 


living in so lone. Look! better 


stronger, braver, beautiful. 


more 


angel, you’re turned a 
in love 


woman 
Oh, you «: me if you will; and you 


!7? He takes 


hand in his left, and 


ad . ~ 
will! Look at me, darling 


her listless rivht 
cently draws her toward him. 

— 
ad You 
You don’t un- 
Oh, list- 


Constance, starting away: re 
wrong, you’re all wrong! 
derstand; you don’t know — 
en to me!”’ 

Bartlett, 
fast: ‘* Yes, a thousand years. 
must tell me first that I 
That first! ”’ 


Constance 


still holding her cold hand 
But you 


may love you. 


‘No! And 


since you speak to me of love, listen to 


That never! 

what it’s my right you should hear.’’ 
Bartlett, releasing her: ‘* I don’t care 
ch inve me. 


99 
vo. 


to hear. Nothing can ever 
But if you bid me, I will 


: ** You shall 


till you know what despised and hated 


Constance not now 


and forsaken thing you ’ve offered your 


9 
love to.’’ 

Bartlett, beseechingly: ‘‘ Constance, 
let me go while I can forgive myself. 
Nothing you can say will make me love 
you less; remember that; but I implore 
you to spare yourself. Don’t speak, my 
love.’’ 


Not 
has been on 


Constance ** Spare 


Not speak 


my tongue and heart 


myself? 
speak ? what 


and brain, a burn- 
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ing fire, so long?— Oh, I was a hap- 
py girl once! The days were not long 
enough for my happiness, —I woke at 
night to think of it. I was proud in my 
happiness and believed myself, poor fool, 
one to favor those I smiled on; and I 
had my vain and crazy dreams of being 
the happiness of some one who should 
come to ask for—what you ask now. 
Some one came. At 
for him, but 


first I didn’t care 
he knew how to make me. 
He knew how to make my thoughts of 
him part of my happiness and pride and 
vanity till he was all in all, and I had 
no wish, no hope, no life but him; and 
then he — left She 
face in her hands again, and breaks into 


me!’ buries her 
a low, piteous sobbing. 

Bartlett, with a groan of helpless fury 
and compassion: ‘* The fool, the sot, 
the slave! Constance, I knew all this, 
—I knew it from the first.’’ 

Constance, recoiling in wild reproach: 
*6 You knew it?’’ 

Bartlett, desperately: ‘* Yes, I knew 
it —in spite of myself, through my own 
stubborn fury I knew it, that first day, 
when I had obliged my friend to tell me 
what your father had told him, before I 
would hear reason. I would have given 
anything not to have known it then, 
when it was too late, for I had at least 
the crace to feel the wrong, the outrage 
of my knowing it. 
don it, I see; but you must feel what a 
hateful burden I had to bear, when I 
found that I had somehow purloined the 
presence, the looks, the voice of another 


You can never par- 


man—a man whom I would have joy- 
fully changed my self to any monstrous 
shape not to resemble, though I knew that 
my likeness to him, bewildering you ina 
continual dream of him, was all that ever 
made you look at me or think of me. I 
lived in the hope — Heaven only knows 
why I should have had the hope! — that 
I might yet be myself to you; that you 
might wake from your dream of him 
and look on me in the daylight, and see 
that 1 was at least an honest man, and 
pity me and may be love me at last, as 
I loved you at first, from the moment I 
saw your dear, pale face, and heard your 


dear, sad voice.” He follows up her slow 
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retreat, and again possesses himself of 
her hand: ‘* Don’t cast me off! 
monstrous, out of all decency, to know 
your sorrow; but I never tried to know 
it; I tried not to know it.’’ He keeps 
fast hold of her hand, while she remains 
with averted head. 


It was 


“‘T love you, Con- 
stance; I loved you; and when once you 
had bidden me stay, I was helpless to go 
away, or I would never be here now to 
offend you with the confession of that 

Do you think it 
It gave me the con- 
science of an eavesdropper and a spy; 


shameful knowledge. 
was no trial to me? 
but all I knew was sacred to me.’’ 
Constance, turning and looking stead- 
fastly into his face: ‘*‘ And you could 
care for so poor a creature as | — so ab- 
ject, so obtuse as never to know what 
had made her intolerable to the man that 
cast her off? ”’ 

Bartlett: ‘** Man? 
He’? — 


Constance, suddenly : 


He was no man! 
‘¢ Oh, wait! I 
—I love him yet.”’ 

Bartlett, dropping her hand: ** You’? — 
‘¢ Yes, yes! As much as 
left 
it’s as 


Constance : 
I live, 


me, 


I love him! But when he 


I seemed to die; and now 
if I were some wretched chost clinging 
for all existence to the thought of my lost 
happiness. If that slips from me, then 
I cease to be.’’ 

Bartlett: ** Why, this is still 


But I won’t despair. 


your 
You ’ll 


wake yet, and care for me; I know you 


dream. 


will.”’ 

Constance, tenderly : ‘* Oh, poor soul, 
I know that 
You are everything 


I’m not dreaming now. 
you are not he. 
that is kind and good, and some day you 
will be very happy.’’ 

Bartlett, desolately: ‘ I shall never be 
After a 
pause: ** It will be a barren, bitter com- 


happy without your love.’’ 


fort, but let me have it if you can: if J 
had met you first, could you have loved 
me?’? 
Constance : 
if —] 


him again, and moves 


‘‘T might have loved you 
She from 
softly toward the 


had — lived.’’ turns 
door; his hollow voice arrests her. 

Bartlett: ‘* If you are dead, then I 
have lived too long. Your loss takes the 
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smile out of life for me.’’ A moment 
later: ‘* You are cruel, Constance.’’ 
Constance, abruptly facing him: ‘I 
cruel? To you?’ 
Bartlett: ‘* Yes; you have put me to 
shame before myself. You might have 
A treacherous villain is false 


, 
spared me! 


in time to save you from a life of betray- 
al, and you say your heart isdead. But 
that You tell me that 
you cannot care for me because you love 
that villain still. That’s 
my that’s my humiliation, 
that’s my killing shame. 
borne all else. 


isn’t enough. 
treacherous 
disgrace, 
I could have 
You might have cast me 
off however you would, driven me away 
with any scorn, whipped me from you 
with the sharpest rebuke that such pre- 
sumption as mine could merit; but to 
drag a decent man’s self-respect through 
such mire as that poor rascal’s memory 
for six and then tell him 
that you prefer the mire ’’ — 
‘* Oh, hush! 

you reproach him! 
false to me, but I will be true to him 
forever. 


lone weeks, 
Constance I can’t let 
He was pitilessly 


How do I know —I must find 
some reason for that, or there is no rea- 
son in anything!— how do I know that 
he did not break his word to me at my 
father’s bidding? My father never liked 
him.”’ 

Barilett, shaking his head with a mel- 
ancholy smile: 
think J would break my word to you at 
your father’s bidding? ”’ 

Constance, in abject despair: ‘* Well, 
then I go ba 


} 


I was too sli 


‘* Ah, Constance, do you 


‘+k to what I always knew: 
oht, too foolish, too tiresome 
for his life-long love 
I don’t 
t -“"" 
Bartlett: 
led that infernal scoundrel to blicht 


your spirit 


He saw it in time. 
blame him. You would see it, 
‘* What devil’s vantage en- 
with his treason? Constance, 
is this my last answer? ”’ 

Constance : ** Yes, go! I am so sorry 
sorrier than I ever thought I 
could be for anything again.”’ 

Bart ett by 


for you, - 


Chen if you pity me, give 

me a little hope that sometime, some- 

how ’’ — 
Constance: ‘** Oh, I have no hope, for 


you, for me, for any one. Good-by, 
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good, kind friend! Try—you won’t 
have to try hard —to forget me. Un- 
less some miracle should happen to show 
me that it was all his fault and none of 
mine, we are parting now forever. It 
has been a strange dream, and nothing 
is so strange as that it should be ending 
so. Are you the ghost, or a I wonder! 
It confuses me as it did at first; but if 
Ah, don’t 


look at me so, or 1 must believe he has 


you are he, or only you— 


never left me, and implore you to stay!”’ 

Bartlett, quietly : ‘* Thanks. I would 
not stay a moment longer in his discuise, 
I shall 
always love you, Constance, but if the 
world is wide enough, please Heaven, I 
will never see you again. 


if you begged me on your knees. 


There are 
some things dearer to me than your pres- 
ence. No, I won’t take your hand; it 
can’t heal the hurt your words have 
made, and nothing can help me, now I 
know from your own lips that but for my 
likeness to him I would never have been 
anything to you. Good-by!”’ 

Constance: ‘** Oh!’’ She sinks witha 
long cry into the arm-chair beside the 
table, and drops her head into her arms 
upon it. At the door towards which he 
turns Bartlett meets General Wyatt, and 
a moment later Mrs. Wyatt enters by 
Bartlett recoils under the 
concentrated reproach and inquiry of 
their gaze. 


the other. 


ws 


GENERAL Wyatt, Mrs. Wyatt, Con- 
STANCE, and BARTLETT. 


Mrs. Wyatt, hastening to bow herself 
over Constance’s fallen ‘* Oh, 
what is it, Constance?’’ As Constance 
makes no reply, she lifts her eyes again 
to Bartlett’s face. 

General Wyatt, peremptorily: ‘* Well, 
sir!’? 

Bartlett, with bitter desperation: ‘‘ Oh, 
you shall know! ”’ 

Constance, interposing: ‘*I will tell! 
You shall be spared that at least.’’ She 
has risen, and with her face still hid- 
den in her handkerchief she seeks her 
father with an outstretched hand. He 


head: 
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tenderly gathers her to his arms, and 
she droops a moment upon his shoulder; 
then 


her own weakness she lifts her head and 


with an electrical revolt against 
dries her tears with a passionate energy. 
‘*He— Oh, speak for me!’’ Her head 
falls again on her father’s shoulder. 


> 
Bartlett, 


‘It’s a simple 


self- 
sir. I 


with grave irony and 


scorn: matter, 
have been telling Miss Wyatt that I love 
her, and offering to share with her my 


1” 


impatiently: ‘* Curse 


obscurity and poverty. — 
Gene Wyatt, 

your poverty, sir! I’ 

Well! ”’ 
Bartlett 


einning; 


m poor myself. 


‘© Oh, that’s m« rely the be- 
I have had the indecency to do 


this, knowing that what alone rendered 


me sufferable to her it was a cruel shame 


for me to know, and : atrocity for me 


to presume upon. I”? 
Wyatt: **] 


knowledge on your part when I spoke 


authorized this 


} ane 
to your friend, and before he went away 
he told me all he had said to you.’’ 
Bartlett, the 
faction: ‘*‘ Cummings? 
General Wyatt: ** Yes. 
Bartlett: ‘** Told you 


whom I was like?’ 


in first stages of petri- 


that I knew 


‘* Yes. 
‘* Then I think 


keeping his 


General Wyatt: 


Bartlett, 
that 


very gently: 


man will be lost for 


conscience foo clean. Cummings has 


d a new sin.’’ 
Wyatt: 
Mr. Bartlett did n’t 


Wyatt, cont 


invente 
Mrs. 

told me that 
General ritely : 

Mare ret; [did n't know what else to do.’ 
Mrs. Wyatt: ** Oh, James!”’ 
Constance: **Oh, papa!’’ She turns 


You 
know.’’ 


‘¢T did, 


‘¢ James, James! 


with bowed head from her father’s arms, 


mother’s em- 


tuce in her 
General Wyatt 


a compass round about the parlor, with 


takes r 


and 
brace. released, fetches 


a face of intense dismay. He pauses in 


front of his wife. 
General Wyatt: ‘* Margaret, you must 
know the 
Mrs 


she 


worst, now 

Wyait, in gentle reproach, while 
hair: 
’? 


softly caresses Constance’s 
** Oh, is there anything worse, James? 
Gene Wyatt, hopelessly ; = Yes; 


I’m afraid I have been to blame.”’ 


j 
al 
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Bartlett : 


tire. [°? 
General Wyatt: ** No, sir. 


‘* General Wyatt, let me re- 


This con- 
cerns you, too, now. Your destiny has 
entangled you with our sad fortunes, and 
now you must know them all.’’ 
Constance, from her mother’s shoul- 
** Yes, If 


you care for me, nothing can hurt you 


der: stay, — whatever it is. 


now.’’ 
Wyatt: 
If | 
I have 
how to for 
} 


any more, 


General *¢ Marearet, — Con- 


stance! have been mistaken in 


what done, you must try some- 


ive me; lerness 


it was my ten 


for you both misled me, if I erred. Sir, 


You 


matter with clearer 


let me address my defense to you. 


can the whole 


see 
eyes than we.’’ At an imploring gesture 
he turns again to Mrs. 


‘¢ Perhaps are right, 


from Bartlett, 
Wyatt. 
Marearé 
that the 
ehild’s he 
thy , 


Constanc 


you sir. 
t, when I had made up my mind 
had 


was utterly unfit and un- 


wretch who stolen our 


wo 
from her 
*¢ Ah, you did drive 
I knew, I knew it! 


ks and 


starting away 


mother with a ery: 
° ' 
him from me, then! 


And after all 


months t 


these days and wee 


and 


hat seem centuries 
you tell me that it 
! No, no, I never will 
Where is he? Tell 
husband — the 
Did you 
him, when you chose to crush my 
life? Is he If he’s living I will 
find him No distance 
and no danger shall keep me from him. 
I’ll find him and fall 


and implore him to forgive you, for I 


years 


of agony, 


was 


you 


broke my heart 
vou, father! 


! Where 


robbed 


forvive 
me that is my 


husband of ? 


] 


you me 
; 2 
Kl 


dead ? 


wherever he is. 
. tape : 
down before him, 


never ¢ in! 
for me 
me to the 


believing myself « 


Was this your tenderness 


to drive him away, and leave 


pitiless confusion and humilia- 


Oh, 


tion of leserted ? 


creat tendern or” 
General Wyatt, confronting her storm 


} 


with perfect quiet: ‘* No. I will give you 
better proof of my tenderness than that.’’ 


i folded 
: ** Mar- 


He takes from his pocket-book 
paper which he hands to his wife 
garet, do you know that writing? 


Mrs. Wyatt the 


scription: ‘* Oh, too well! This is to 


e elancing at super- 


you, James.”’ 
) 
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General Wyatt: 
Read it.’’ 

Mrs. Wyatt, 
the paper and then reading: ‘** J con- 


‘¢It’s for you, now. 


wonderingly unfolding 


fess myself quilty of forging Major Cum- 


mings’s signature, and in consideration 
your own forbearance I prom- 
Miss Wyatt again. I 


“ays he grateful Sor your mercy . 


of his and 
we never O see 


], 


y 
haiti a 


and” — 
11.999 


bie 


James, James! It is n’t possi- 


Constance, who has crept nearer and 
her 


, as if drawn by a resistless fascina- 


nearer whik mother has been read- 
‘* No, it is n’t possible! It’s false; 
a fraud! I will see it!”’ 


herself 


a fix rece 


She swift- 
possesses the paper and 
Then 
‘s Yes, yes, 
hand. It’s 
thine in this world of 
lies!’’ She totters the 


movement to 


seans it with intentness. 


she flings it wildly away. 


= 


s the on] 


it’s true his true; 
it’ true 
away toward 


makes a 


} 


she 


sofa. Bartlett 


support her, but repulses him and 
throws herself upon the cushions. 
General Wyatt: * Sir, I 


make you the victim of a 


am sorry to 


scene. It has 
been your fate, and no part of 
Will you 


all that 


my in- 


tention. look at 


this paper? 


You don’t know is in it yet.’’ 


He touches it with his foot. 
Bartlett, in dull dejection: ‘‘ No, I 


won’t look at it. If it were a radiant 


message from heaven, I don’t see how 


it could he 


Mrs. Wyatt 


made ] 


; if 
i” me now. 

‘‘T’m afraid you’ve 
mistake, James.’’ 


‘* Marearet! 


i terrible 


General Wyatt: Don’t 
say that! 
Mrs. Wyatt: 


been better 


‘* Yes, it 


to show us this paper at once, 


would have 
— better than to keep us all these days 
le suffering.’’ 

“J 


greater suffering for you both. 


in this terril 

Genera afraid of 

I chose 
than the 
ignominy of knowing that she had set 
When 
he crawled in the dust there before me, 
and whined for pity, I revolted from tell- 
the 


it seemed to dishonor you; 


Wyatt: was 


sorrow for Constance rather 


her heart on so base a scoundrel. 


ing her how vile he was; 
thoucht of 


and I had hoped something, everything, 


you or 


from my girl’s self-respect, her obedi- 
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I never dreamed 


, 


ence, her faith in me. 
that it must come to this.’ 

Mrs. Wyatt, sadly shaking her head: 
‘*T know how well you meant; but oh, 
it was a fatal mistake! ”’ 


Constance, abandoning her refuge 


among the cushions, and coming for- 


ward to her father: ‘‘ No, mamma, it 
mistake! I 
and kind and merciful you have been, 
papa. You can 


I’ve behaved so badly, but if you ’ll let 


was no see now how wise 


never love me again, 


me, I will try to live my cratitude for 
your mercy at a time when the whole 
truth would have killed me. 


What shall 


show how sorry and ashamed I 


Oh, papa! 
I say, what shall I do, to 
am ? 
Let me go down on my knees to thank 
Her father 


heart, and fondly kisses her ag 


you.’’ catches her to his 
iin and 


You 


m you, 


again. ‘* I don’t deserve it, papa! 
oucht to hate me, and drive me fr 
and never let me see your dear face 


again.’’ She starts away from him as 
if to execute upon herself this terrible 
doom, when her eye falls upon the letter 
the 


I have been the 


where she had thrown it on floor. 
‘¢To think how long 
fool, that 


stoops upon the paper with a hawk-like 


the slave, of felon ! She 
fierceness; she tears it into shreds, and 
the 
I could only tear out of my 


the fragments about 
‘* Oh, if 
heart all thoughts of him, all memory, 


all likeness!’”’ In 


has whirled 


strews room. 


her wild scorn she 


unheedingly away toward 
Bartlett, whom, suddenly confronting, 
she apparently addresses in this aspira- 
tion; he opens wide his folded arms. 
Bartlett : ‘* And what 
then, with this 
blance?’’ The 


involves her and clasps her to his heart, 


would you do, 


extraor linary resem- 
closing circle of his arms 
from which beneficent shelter she pres- 
ently exiles herself a pace or two and 
stands with either hand pressed against 
his breast, while her eyes dwell with 
rapture on his face. 


Constance : ** Oh, you’re not like him, 


and you never were!”’ 
Bartlett, with light irony: ‘* Ah!’’ 
Constance: ** If I had not been blind, 
blind, blind, I never could have seen the 


slightest similarity. Like him? Never!’ 
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Bartlett: ‘‘ Ah! Then perhaps the 
resemblance which we have noticed from 
time to time, and which has been the 
cause of some annoyance and embar- 
rassment all round, was simply a dis- 
guise which I had assumed for the time 
being to accomplish a purpose of my 
own?’ 

Constance: ** Oh, don’t jest it away! 
It’s your soul that I see now, your true 
and brave and generous heart; and if 
you pardoned me for mistaking you a 
sincle moment for one who had neither 
soul nor heart, I could never look you in 
the face again!”’ 

Bartlett: * 
good provisional glare at me beforehand, 
then, Miss Wyatt; I’ve never been so 
nearly looked out of countenance in my 
life. But you need n’t be afraid; I shall 
not pardon your crime.”’ 


You seem to be taking a 


Constance 
abruptly drops her head upon his breast, 
and again instantly repels herself. 

Constance : ** No, you must not if you 
could. But you can’t— you can’t care 
for me after hearing what I could say to 
my father ’’ — 

Bartlett : ‘* That was in a moment of 
great excitement.”’ 

Constance: ** After hearing me rave 
about a man so unworthy of 
for. 


—everything — demands that you should 


-any one 
— you cared No, your self-respect 
cast me off.’’ 
Bartlett: ‘* Tt does. 
rable, 
before. 
to my own colossal self respect.’’ Ear- 
Ah, Constance, do you think 


I could love you the less because your 


But I am inexo- 
trait 
In this case I will not yield even 


-you must have observed th 


nestly: 


heart was too true to swerve even from 
a traitor till he was proved as false to 


honor as_ to you ? ”’ Lightly again: 
‘¢ Come, I like 


people ; I’m rather a deep and darkling 


your fidelity to worthless 


villain myself.’’ 
Constance, ‘*“You? Oh, 


, . ] 7 L » 
you are as nobly frank and open as — as 


devoutly : 


— as papa! ai 
Barileit: ** No, 

wron, for once. 

eret: I 


Constance, you are 
Hear my dreadful se- 
*m not what I seem, — the licht 


and joyous creature I look, —I’m an 
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emotional wreck. Three short years 
ago I was frightfully jilted ’? — they all 
turn upon him in surprise —‘* by a young 
person who, I’m sorry to say, has n’t 
yet consoled me by turning out a scamp.” 
Constance, drifting to his side with a 
radiant smile: ‘* Oh, I’m so glad.’’ 
sartlett, with affected dryness: 
you? 


‘* Are 
I did n’t know it was such a laugh- 
ing matter. I was always disposed to 
take those things seriously.’’ 
Constance: ‘* Yes, yes! But don’t you 
see? It places us on more of an equal- 


> She looks at him with a smile of 


ity.’ 
rapture and lozic exquisitely compact. 
Bartlett: ‘* Does it? 


half as happy as I am.”’ 


Sut you ’re not 
Constance: ‘* Oh, yes, lam! Twice.’’ 

Bartlett: ‘* Then that makes us just 
even, for so am [.’? They stand ridicu- 
lously blest, holding each other’s hand 
a moment, then Constance, still 
clinging to one of his hands, goes and 


and 


rests her other arm upon her mother’s 
shoulder. 

Constance: ** Mamma, how wretched 
I have made you, all these months! ”? 

Mrs. Wyatt: ‘* If your trouble ’s over 
now, my child,’’ — she tenderly kisses 
her cheek, — ‘‘ there ’s no trouble for 
your mother in the world.’’ 

Constance ‘* But I’m not happy, 
I can’t be happy, thinking 
how wickedly unhappy I’ve been. No, 
no! I had better eo back to the old 
wretched state it’s all I’m fit 
for. Send 
him away!’ She renews her hold upon 
his hand. 

Bartlett: ‘* Nothine of the kind. | 
was requested to remain here six weeks 


mamma. 


avain; 


I’m so ashamed of myself. 


ago, by a young lady. Besides, this is a 


public house. Come, I have n’t finished 
the catalogue of my disagreeable qual- 
ities yet: I’m jealous. I want you to 
put that He 
gently effects the desired transfer, and 


to look 


tev. Arthur Cummings on the 


arm on my shoulder.’’ 


then, chancing up, he discov- 
ers the 
threshold in the act of modestly retreat- 
He detains him with a creat melo- 
* Hah! 


This is indeed ominous! ”’ 


W. D. Howells. 


ing. 


dramatic start. A clergyman! 
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In that far-off time which I have long 


been accustomed to designate as my 
‘* young days,”’ I heard very little about 
ghosts. At that period they were de- 
cidedly unfashionable, were rarely men- 
the slightest 


credence in them was considered a de- 


tioned in polite circles, and 


basing superstition fit only for the vulgar. 
Now, however, that the subject of spir- 
itual appearances is constantly brought 
forward in mixed society and argued pro 
and con with more or less warmth, it is 
easy to perceive that a strong current of 
belief underlies all the skepticism man- 
ifested by unbelievers. 
The banshee of Ireland, the fetch of Scot- 
land, the doppelgdnger of Germany are 


strong - minded 


but the expressions of deep-rooted na- 
tional belief; and though, undoubtedly, 


unreal visitations, and 


spurious o 
mock warnings have imposed from time 
to time on the credulity of the public, 
yet a vast number of well-authenticated 
facts, in many cases from personal ex- 
perience or from the lips ot people of 
unimpeachable veracity, may enable us 


to say with the poet, — 


‘ There are more things in heaven and earth, Ho- 


Than are dreamt of in your phil 


Dr. Bushnell 
and the Supernatural, lays it down as an 


vsophy ! ” 
in his grand work, Nature 
axiom that there is nothing beyond the 


Almighty direction, and that 
those deviations from the received laws 


reach of 


of nature which we are too apt presumpt- 
uously to pronounce impossibilities are 
simply matters which our finite compre- 
hension cannot fathom. 

It is interesting to notice how general- 
ly unimpressionable children and very 
young people are with regard to super- 
natural appearances, and though in this 
very paper I mention a few anecdotes of 
a contrary tendency, yet I have every 
reason to think they are exceptions to a 
general rule, and not evidences against it. 

I have myself known children of sus- 
ceptible and nervous temperament, who 
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could be worked up into paroxysms of 
terror by nursery tales of thieves and 
robbers, listen quite unconcernedly to the 
most thrilling stories of ghostly appear- 
ances. Who has some 
amusement of the children at Epworth 


not read with 


Rectory, whose marvelous coolness un- 
der the visitations of the family ghost is 
recorded by Abel Stevens in his Life of 
Wesley ? 


rupted in their play by the noisy rappings 


These children, when inter- 


of the ghost, would simply say to each 
other, ‘* Oh, it is only the ghost!’’ and 
continue their game. 

It is mostly in maturer years that our 
restless yearnings to discover the mys- 
teries of the unseen world, or at least to 
account for the few glimpses we may 
have had of it, become most intense, 
especially when the angel of death has 
torn from our arms some cherished mem- 
We may go hand 
in hand with our loved ones to the very 
brink of the dark river, but there we 
must leave them; and oh, how we strug- 


ber of our little circle. 


gle and agonize, and passionately pray. 
—alas, how fruitlessly!—for but one 
glimpse beyond the veil, for but one 
brief message of comfort or of warning 
from the shadowy land into which our 
cherished ones have vanished! 

It is strange, too, that while the veil 
which parts the visible from the invisi- 
ble world is thick and impervious to the 
more delicate, fragile, and susceptible 
children of clay, it seems at times per- 
fectly diaphanous to some of the hard- 
working, practical children of toil whose 
spiritual sensibilities might be supposed 
to be of the dullest 
kind. The record in 
this paper have taken place either in 
my own family or in the families of inti- 


and obtuse 


events which I 


most 


mate friends, or are from the narration of 
persons of strict veracity. I begin with 
one told me very lately by a pious and 
useful minister of the Church of England. 
I give this anecdote of his boyish days 
as much as possible in his own words. 
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‘¢T was brought up by my grandfather 


and crandmother, who resided in the 
old family mansion on the banks of the 
Derwent, in Derbyshire. This 
which had belonged 


family from the time of the Norman Con- 


vener- 


able place, to our 


reputation 
indeed tl 


quest, had a wide for being 


haunted, and ie strange noises 


and the strange tricks 
for 
account, made the belief 


F om cvene 


which were heard 
which were played, which nothing 
ration 
th occurred in our 
hout some super iatural warn- 
oi) 1, and in what I am about 


1 the persor isited for 


se. 


was rather sud 
yuld vo 


her. to pay 


with ° oT ny, as 


a visit of a few days to my 
pare nts, who lived in the suburbs of Man- 
During 


youngest sister, Lizzie, with wh 


chester. the past mmer my 
T had 


before, had 


LV making, 


been vé ry little a juainte 
paid us a visit at the time 
and I that she was 
the most beautiful child I had ever seen. 
Always in white, with lovely aub 
? 1 


long curls over her shoul 


remember thinking 
irn hair 
floating in 
and playfully 
the } 


somethin 


rs, 

J : , 

darting In and out 
she appeared to 


and he r 


when 
erieved over her ¢ 


among 
h 1V-make 


angelic 


was ended I q lite 


parture. I was therefore much plea 
} 


acl 
asked 


when granny me to accom 
her to Manchester, as I should 


dear little sister again. A year 


i ] ‘ 
we had lost an aunt to whom we were 


hus- 


inhabiting 


deeply attached, and her bereaved 


the present time 
| 


band was at 
wing of our old family mansion. It 
December, , that 
after carefully packing my for the 


and it the bottom 


one 


was the 185 
box 
journey laying quite 

of the box, as it stood in a corner of my 
room, some articles of black crape which 


I had worn at my aunt’s funeral, I went 
to pay a farewell visit to my uncle in his 
part of the house. After I had sat with 
him some time the hall clock struck fo Ir, 
and just at that moment I felt a deadly 
chill and shivering all over me, exactly 


as if I had been suddenly plunged into 
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pale, 


cold water. I became deadly and 
my uncle in an alarmed tone asked what 
I said I did 
not know, but that I had never felt such 
My uncle 


have taken cold and 


was the matter with me. 
sensation before. 
I must 


recommended my going early to bed, as 


a strange 


imagined 


I was to travel the following day. 
ae Havi ig 


pleasant feelings, I spent the evening as 


quite recovered from 1 


usual and reti 
Now, my be d-ro 

narrow corri 
the 


or of a room sai 


tomed time. 
: } 


’ 1: 
door DY W 


haunted, 
and which no 
be persuade 

y avoided going into the cor- 

ter dark, though i opt ned 

into man} re 
I ha 
been it 
father; 


1 
it Dut 


voms besides mv own. 


times, whi 
om with my 
remarka 
moldy, ol 
) 


ioned and an immense, 
it one end, wit 
once been Spl 


r to pieces 


aoor by 
the door of the haunted 
door 


blocked 


on 


The passage. Anothe1 
ide of the 
x, which stood ag 


room was 
remember 


for the night I closed my 
bedroom door 
tain that I did 


and the weather 


but think it almost 


so, for it 


cer- 


was December 


very cold. I went to 


bed full of my to-morrow’s journey, and 


viving a sinzle thought to either 


not 


chosts or haunted rooms went fast to 


sleep. How long I slept [ cannot guess, 
but I found myself sitting up in bed in- 


tently watching the door of my room, 


which was wide open, and the door of 
the haunted 
and which | 


the 


room, which was also open, 


could see distinctly across 


corridor as ‘the moonlicht fell upon 
it. From this room came a figure which 
I watched across the passage and which 
on approaching my bed I at once recog- 
nized as the aunt I had lost the year be- 
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fore, dressed in the same clothes I had 
last seen her in. She had a most fond 
and tender expression on her face, but 
it changed into an angry frown when, 
the side of the bed, I 
tried to embrace her, exclaiming, ‘ Oh, 
felt that I 
the empty air, the figure 


stretching over 


dear aunt, 


clasped 


is that you? ' I 
van- 
ishing in an instant from my sight. I 
thought I had been dreaming 


g, and lay 
down again, to wake up a short time 
afterwat see again the ficure of 
my aunt, but now differently dressed, 


room into 
bed 
box I had packed and 


advancing from the haunted 


mine, this time not coming to the 
but going to the 
placed in the corner ready for the next 
day. This she appeared to rummage 
then 
I watched 
and 


out of my door into 


over, isplaci : the contents and 


tossing the thines back again. 


her with the greatest astonishment, 
saw her go slowly 
the door of the 

es 


know whether I t again or 


haunted room. I don’t 
] , but 
bed, 


this 


not 
a third time ‘ itting up in 
a third a came in, 
time close up to the bed, in long, flow- 


ing white clothes, —a dress in which 
I had never seen her. 
‘Dear aunt, 


to which sh replied very clearly and 


I almost Co; 


sped 


out, why do you come? 


distinctly, but with something of effort, 
‘I come to make an important com- 
but it is al 


munication, all comprised in 


! But don’t 
lite happy!’ As she 


“ds I started 


these words: oor Lizzie 
orieve: 
finished 
bed with outstretched 
I fell heavily to t 
had stood. 
back to 


these 


from the 


arms, but she had 
ae 1 
Vanisneu nd I 


i e 
; 


where she I suppose that 
bed | 
us soon as I saw my) 


her 


and made her look at my box, which was 


after getting slept 
morning, but 
circumstances 


mother I told all the 


in the greatest disorder, and all the ar- 
ticles of mourning which I had placed at 
the bottom of the box I found at the top. 
My grandmother looked grave but said 
nothing. I still persisted in thinking it 
but a curious dream, and we started on 
I was 
quite in my usual spirits when we ar- 


our journey that very morning. 


From 
here we had still a long walk to where 


rived at the last railway station. 
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my parents lived, and, as we were not 
expected, I pleased myself by thinking 
We 
arrived, and just as I laid my hand on 
the latch of the garden gate to open it 


how surprised they would all be. 


for granny, I felt exactly the same death- 
ly chill and shivering which had come 
le the 
When I had recovered 
and we were going up the long gravel 
walk, I said to my grandmother, ‘ How 
All 


the windows are draped with white, and 


over me while sitting with my un 


evening before. 


strange the house looks, granny! 


I never remember my mother’s room 


having white curtains before.’ Granny 
made no answer, and as we knocked at 
the 


into the 


door my mother opened it, led us 


hall, and received us most af- 
fectionately, but spoke in a hushed, sub- 


dued Her 


first words were, ‘ How glad I am you are 


tone which frightened me. 


come! we looked for you some hours ago.’ 
‘ How can 
we meant to surprise you, and did not 
. But did 


“vet my two letters ? 


that be,’ we replied, ‘ when 
write that we were coming?’ 
you not,’ said she, 
— the one in which | wrote of dear Liz- 
zie’s dangerous illness from searlet fever 
a week ago, and one to tell you of her 
death at four o’clock yesterday, which 
last ought to have reached you before 
you started this morning?’ This was a 
dreadful blow to us, for, as we told my 
mother, we had received neither letter. 
When we were a little recovered from 
the shock, my mother told us that, the 
day before, Lizzie knew she was dying 


she took 


leave of all the family then at home, 


and said she felt quite happy; 


and referring to me said, ‘I should have 
liked to say good-by to dear Tom, — poor 
As she 


said these last words she fell back and 


Tom! Give my love to Tom!’ 
passed away; just at that moment the 
clock struck four. She died, then, exact- 
ly at the time when I felt the deathly 
chill while sitting with my uncle. 

‘¢ After my grandfather’s death I was 
placed till I was five and twenty in busi- 
ness with a master who proved to be a 
professed atheist. Finding me to be an 
intelligent lad and more than usually well 
grounded in the Scriptures, he made it 
his daily business, by specious argument 
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and covert ridicule, to undermine my 
Christian belief, and often flattered him- 
self that he was on the point of succeed- 
ing. He certainly would have done so 
but for my remembrance of my aunt’s 
appearance in my bedroom at the time 
of Lizzie’s death. Whenever I had time 
for reflection and thought of that, I felt 
assured that there was not only a state of 


being after death, but a directing power 


by whose agency even a disembodied 
spirit could return to the scene of its 


earthly pilgrimage. 


Our Protestant minister in France told 
us of a curious occurrence in his father’s 
family before he was born, which relat- 
ed to his eldest brother, then a baby in 
arms. His father, Captain S——, hav- 
ing come into the inheritance of a large 
estate, was having some alterations and 
additions made to the house, and pend- 
ing the completion of these engaged a 
house in the immediate neivhborhood. 
When his family arrived, a spacious, 
airy room on the second floor was given 
up to the nurse and the baby, then only 
seven old. The very day of 
their taking possession, the nurse found 


months 


that her little charge, usually so quiet 
and good - tempered, began, when the 
evening drew on, to scream most violent- 
ly, and more particularly when, in walk- 
ing up and down to quiet him, she passed 
before a large, empty closet at one side 
of the room; indeed, it to her 
most unaccountable that the baby ap- 


seemed 


peared, by an irresistible fascination, al- 
ways to turn his head towards the closet 
and to scream so that she feared he would 
go into convulsions. This continued for 
some days, only towards evening, and al- 
ways at the same time. The nurse told 

thought it 
advisable to remove the nursery to a room 


her mistress, and Mrs. § 


on the floor with herself, when it was 
found that the child’s excitement entire- 
ly ceased, and it became as placid as 
usual. After Captain S removed to 
his own house, the one he had hired was 
pulled down by the landlord, and under 
the floor of the empty closet was found 
the skeleton of a person who had evident- 
ly been murdered and hidden away there 
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long years before. There were no ru- 
mors in the place implicating any of the 
recent owners of the house in question, 
but a very old woman remembered to 
have heard in her youth of the myste- 
rious disappearance of a young girl from 
the family of a visitor to the place, who 
was never heard of again. It is to be 
supposed that the unconscious baby was 
in some mysterious manner made aware 
of the ghostly secret hidden under the 
cupboard floor. 


A young English lady nearly connect- 
ed with our family married, while visiting 
in Germany, a gentleman of rank and 
fortune, with whose mother, who lived at 
a distance of about forty miles away, she 
At the birth 
of her first baby she was much distressed 
that her kind mother-in-law, the Frau 
von B , Was not present, nor did her 
husband venture to tell her that illness 
—not, however, supposed to be danger- 
the All went well 
sick- room, and five days after- 
Madame B——, her baby boy 


became a great favorite. 


ous — was cause. 
in the 
wards 
by her side, was sleeping soundly, with 
her curtains drawn, just as darkness had 
settled down at the close of a winter’s 
day. Contrary to her usual custom the 
nurse, seeing the lady so fast asleep, 
had left the room to get something nec- 


Madame B 


awoke on feeling the pressure of an 


essary for the night. 


icy- cold hand on her arm, and, look- 
ing up hastily, saw by the light of the 
lamp her mother-in-law hanging over 
her and the baby with a very sad ex- 
pression on her face, which was ashy 
pale. Raising herself in the bed, the 
mother exclaimed, *‘ O dearest 
mother! 


young 


Iam so 
glad!’’ The mother-in-law sighed deep- 


when did you come? 


ly, and replied, ‘‘I am only come, dear 
Alice, to say farewell forever; you will 
never see me more on earth!’’ She in- 
stantly vanished out of sight, and the 
nurse, returning, found her lady in a 
state of great excitement and alarm, call- 
ing for her mother-in-law and saying 
that she must be in the house, having 
just left her bedside. The poor lady 
was ill for many days, and it was long 
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before she was told that her husband’s 
mother had died at her own castle, forty 
miles away, at the very moment when 
she stood beside her. 


A sister of this young Madame B- 
was staying at Brighton, with the family 
of a young friend in a deplorable state 
of health, but who was gradually getting 
better under the care of a doctor, clever 
and zealous, who visited her daily and 
took the createst 


He was a tall, 


thin fingers most remarkably white, and 


interest in her case. 


slender man, with long, 
e which seemed to bear the 


the 


a countenan¢ 
impress of all woes and troubles of 
his numerous patients, so deep was the 
sympathy he felt for those who suffered. 
One day the 


family: the kind physician, on whose 


there was much sorrow in 
visits they so much depended, died sud- 
tell the in- 
‘ 7 1. ; ; . . 
a few days nothing was 


denly ; none of them dared 
valid, ¢ for 
said, but the 
Minnis 


orave. 


family noticed that poor 
S——looked very pensive and 
At k noth her mother thought 
it best to tell her, when she quietly re- 
plied, ‘*I have known it from the first; 
he came and told me himself, and comes 
cht 7% A few nights 


for some reason or another, 


to see me every ni 
after this, 
the invalid went to sleep in a different 
room, and the young friend st ing on 
a visit took her pl in the vacated 
bed. Towards midnight the family, who 
kept late retired for the night, 
and Georgy D—— took possession of her 


the 


ace in 
hours, 
friend’s bed, quite ignorant of doe- 
tor’s niehtly visits. In about an hour 
e heard from the room, 
found 


pale, tremblin 


loud shrieks we 


and the young girl was on the 


‘ oe, and 
a She said 
that to bed, 
first shutting and locking the bedroom 


side of the bed, 


lt 
l 


most convulsed with terror. 
having undressed and rone 
door, she went fast to sleep, leaving her 
curtains undrawn and the lamp on the 
dressing - table alight. She was awak- 
ened by a rustling noise beside her bed, 
and starting up saw the doctor, dressed 
just as he was in life, standing there. 
He then sat down on the side of the bed 
and laid his long, pale hand on her arm, 
but the moment he 
VOL. 


saw that the occu- 
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pant of the bed was changed he got up, 
and vanished from her sight before reach- 
ing the door. Strange to say, that very 
instant he went to the room where Min- 
nie & was sleeping, and held his 
customary conversation with her, quite 
Annie D——,a 
younger sister of the one to whom he 


After 


unseen and unheard by 


had just been so plainly visible. 


a time his visits ceased. 


At the 


Lieutenant K 


close of the Burmese war, 


, & young 


officer who 
had been severely wounded in one of 


the actions and subsequently attack 
k certificate 


d by 
fever, was sent home on si 
his 
In- 


many 


some months before the turn of 
service in 


He left 


friends behind him, but none from whom 


regiment, whose term of 


dia had nearly expired. 


he more deeply revretted to part than 
Mr. P——, the British collector at Ma- 
dura, with whom he had been for years 
The 
very first night of his landing in En- 
dated 


from boyhood, he lay long awake in his 


on terms of most familiar intimacy. 


gland, after an absence which 


bed at the hotel where he had taken up 


his quarters. He felt very restless, and 


th Oo iwh in 


thought over all he had gone 
India, and the friends he bad left, to see, 
Among 
thought of his friend P——. 


midnight, 


probably, no more. these he 


It was past 


1 


and he was still meditating, 
when he heard some one in the 
thouch he had locked the 
He looked to the 
which the sound came, and distinctly saw 
his friend _P—~—, 


cazing at him very mournfully. 


room, 
door before 
undressing. side from 
from the bed, 
Aston- 
prepared to 


not far 


ished beyond measure, he 
step out of bed, exclaiming, ‘* Why, 
P——! Whatever brings you here ? ’’ 
His friend waved his hand as if to keep 
elid- 


ing towards the door suddenly disap- 


him off, shook his head sadly, and 


1 


peared. K—— remained awake nearly 
the whole night, quite unable to account 
for what had happened. In duc 
of time the mails from India brought 


Pp—— had died of 


at Madura, after a few hours’ illness, on 


course 
word that cholera, 


the very night in which he appeared to 
Lieutenant K 
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Miss Mary E—— resided with her 
father. 
beautiful 


for him in his 
The 
Mr. E- 


favorite spot was a group of large 


and kept house 
crounds 


villa. 
but 


Kentish 


were very extensive, ——'s 
trees 
within sight of the drawing-room win- 
Here he had a garden seat and 


the 


dows. 


a small table placed, and 
habit of 
and also reading here eve ry day 
— mplished hor 
an, and usually accompanied her 


was in 


cigar 


Miss 


sewom- 


smoking his afternoon 
was an acc 
father 
in his daily rides. One day she refused 
to go, having a bad headache, but fol- 
lowed Mr. E 
and begve 

had 


—— to the foot of the stairs 
1 him to return in time for tea, 
promised to escort her to a 

pa ty in their neighborhood. 
To this he agreed, and Miss E— 


the window watched him mount his horse 
She | 


- from 
and ride off. iy down for a time, 
but at last, feeling restless, cot up, and 
taking a book sat At the 
the that 
tea was ready. ‘ But,’’ said Miss E——, 
Mary 
‘* Oh, yes 


down to read. 


usual time maid came to say 


‘* papa has not come home, , and 


I would rather wait.’’ , miss,”’ 
said the servant; ‘‘my master has beer 
home for about half an hour, and is 
the garden.’’ Miss E—— 
the l her 


ana 


smoking in 


looked 


father in his accustomed plae 


from window saw 


e under the 
trees. She was going down-stairs to join 


bring in to tea, when she 


him and him 


paused, heari murn 


A deadly fe 


™ ized 


ne ¢ ur 
voices in the hall below ir, 
for which she could not account, 
down, to 
the 


many of whose faces she knew by sicht, 


her, but recovering she 
find a 


went 
roup of men from vill 
bringing in on a shutter the dead 


of her father. His horse had shied, it 


was suppose d, ata heap ( 


body 


p of stones at the 
side of the road, and his head coming in 
stones death must have 
been At the that 
Mr. | the 


E—— was distinctly 
servant and his daughter, he was lying 


contact with the 
instantaneous. time 
seen by 
a bleeding corpse. 


Some 
death, I was 
Colonel D 


we were mutually deploring our dread- 


mother’s 
father, 


, in his dressing-room, and 


time after my dear 


sitting with my 


Ghost Storie S.. [¢ Yetober, 


ful 


were 


misfortune, and going over, as we 


too prone to do, many of the cir- 
cumstances attending her last illness. 


I remarked to him, amone other things, 
that her illness was in the beginning so 
slight that I should the 


least fear as to the result had I not been 


not have felt 
extre mely discouraged by the sadness 
and preoccupation of mind manifested 
My father, after 
hesitation, related to me the 
his 
ression of spirits, which I can 


istened to in duml 


by himself at that time. 
some oc- 
currence which had occasioned un- 
wonted de] 
truly say | istonish- 
ment, so unlikely a person did he ap- 


pear to have experienced anything of 
the sort. 

He was sitting one evening after dinner 
mother, conversing 0 i 


} 


with ‘ 
The wine and dessert having 


my 1 various 
subjects. 
been placed on the table, they drew their 
chairs up to each corner of a blazing fire, 
the evenings be ing chilly, though it was 


After a 


my mother appeared to be dozing in her 


only the early autumn. time 
chair, and my father drew out his pocket- 
book to of some visit he 


He 


however, that the pencil-case he 


make a note 

found, 

always 

carried in his pocket and much valued 
I 


had to pay the next day. 


as the oift of an old friend was not th re, 
he had left it 
before dinner, quietly 
t. The stair 
the 


into two s1 


or that 


1! 
able 


and, conclu on 


his dressing-t 
left the room to fetch ase 


went and at 


i 
up from the hall, 
oft 
to the left leading 


landing br in¢ ] ed 


staircases, the one to 
bed 


my mother’s apartments, a om and 


' °.1 
awn, With a 
] 


dressing-room fronting the 
wide landing-place and window between 
the the to the richt, 
through an arched door-way into a long 
wh 
the end. 


the 


two rooms; one iL 
side 


My 


mid- 


corridor, with bedrooms on ¢ 


back staircase at 


and a 
father’s dressing-room was in 


dle Having found his 
of the 
arched door-way before mentioned, when 
he saw my mother before him on the 
small flight of stairs leading to her own 
She turned 
room, and my father, much surprised to 


followed to 


in coming down again, as she was rather 


of the corridor. 


pencil-case, he was coming out 


rooms. into her dre ssing- 


see her, cive her his arm 





1877.] 
infirm. What was his astonishment on 
entering the room to find no one there. 
He could hardly believe the evidence 
of his senses, and when, on returning to 
the dining-room, he found my mother in 
her chair by the fire exactly as he had 
left her, he knew not what to think. 
When she roused up before tea, he asked 
whether she had left the 
dinner, to which she 
for a 


since 
‘ Not 


When my father was 


room 
answered, 
moment.’’ 


on his death-bed, he was for some time 
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delirious, but on the last morning, a few 
hours before death, he was perfectly 
lucid, and 


me, ‘*I shall soon 


leave you, my child; your dear mother 


said to 
has come to fetch me!’’ Then, seeing, 
doubtless, my look of awed astonishment, 
he added, ‘* Yes, my dear wife has lain 
by my side all night.’? I had never left 
his bedside, but had neither seen nor 
heard anything unusual, except that dur- 
ing the night he seemed, at intervals, to 
be talking fondly to some one near him. 


H. B. K. 


CRICKETS. 


In twilights of the waning year, 
When days abridge their summer noise, 
The cricket 


His brooding o’er the season’s joys. 


hushes us to hear 


His note is Nature’s retrospect, 
That solaces her mind in change; 
A hundred days of flowers are wrecked 
And stranded on its tender range. 
sroad dawns that stirred the lids of earth, 
First breaths of the unsullied days, 
Long hours whose only toil was mirth, 


Whose sails we set for western bays, 


And shook our sunset colors out 
As signals to the evening star 
That in the offing beat about 
To show us reefs of dusk afar; 


The summer nests that throbbed to keep 


A blitheness in the silent trees 


All night, to pipe us from our sleep, — 


The cricket broods and thinks of these. 


From empty nests the carols drop 
To soft regret among the grass; 
And stems no longer flame atop 
To light short afternoons that pass. 


My summer lays a pondering ear 
Along the ground, and listens well, 
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As all the footsteps of the year 


Upon the edge of distance swe ll; 


They fade, they shrink to this thin tone, 


On every trembling nerve it plays: 


Of roses plucked, of meadows mown 


It tells, of all my perfect days: 


moments tuned 


delicht, 


by new 


Of thoughts that soared upon their wing 


And 


balanced 


sung 


my secret plight, — 


That whole surprise of blossoming; 


jumpers of 


kiss - 


ECHOES FROM 


** The music in my heart I bore, 
Long after it was heard no more 
THE two events of my life whi 


*h I re- 
call as supreme in felicity and triumph 
were associated, remotely, it may s¢ 

| music. The 


Dut al 7 
was when, at the age of five, ras bid- 
of our 


em, 


ysolutely, with first 


den to spend the day at the house 


organist, a man of culture and a clever 


amateur, as has since been revealed to 


me, but then as fascinating 


a mystery - 
what with his Scotch burr, his somewhat 


florid style of fingering and pedal-playing, 


and certain slight eccentricities of man- 
imaginative child creat- 


ner —as ever 
ed out of scanty material, and secretly 
adored. Only he and his.ever-surprising 
movements, though watched afar and fur- 
tively from the minister’s pew at the oth- 
er end of the church, could have recon- 
ciled me to two services every Sunday, 
during which my beloved father was pil- 
loried in that awful pulpit, ‘‘ so near and 
yet so far,’’ and obliged to go through 
what I regarded as not only his most un- 
interesting but positively ignominious 
role of preacher. 


AN 


daunt] 


- Warl 


John Weiss. 


OLD PARSONAGE. 
But to see the wonderful magician of 
the organ at home; to be able to 


+} hin 


question ni 


cross- 
(with no officious censor at 
hand to limit inquiry ) as to why he did 
thus and so with his fingers and his feet 


his head, 


and particularly and 
really found the score writ- 


with 
whether he 
ten out for him, and him alone, up among 
the the 


tossed back that 


cobwebs of ceiling when he 
head so impressively in 
his voluntaries and interludes; and, won- 
der of wonders! to see those very fin- 
gers which wrought such marvels of har- 
mony on a Sunday graciously devoted 
to mincing my particular beefsteak at 
the dinner-table, — these were exalted 
privileges never to be forgotten though 
I should The 


was reached when this wonderful host 


live a century. climax 
—ingrate that I am, his is the only im- 
age memory retains of all that numerous 
and kindly household — conjured me 
home by a process more novel and glo- 
rious than any fairy godmother’s cheap 
devices of pumpkins and mice. 

The stage-coach, which at that time 
brought the mails and an exhilarating 
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breath of the wonderful world without 
into the quiet village at even-tide, was 
arrested in the ve ry height of its home 
spurt: its foaming horses (to my distem- 
pered fancy these could not have been 
fewer their 


haunches, and I was solemnly handed 


than six) were drawn to 
into the otherwise empty coach, com- 
mended to the distinguished care of that 
awful potentate enthroned upon the box, 
and whirled off throuzh a 
half ¢ and glory to the 


wate, 


mile and a 
parsonage 
where I reluctantly 


little soul 


alichted, my 
bursting with pride and arro- 
in short, 


vance, — 


a changeling, whom I 


} 


am t it required several days of judi- 


cious snubbing to reduce to the parson- 


age standard. 


less 


ni 1g three or four years 
ut 


Triumph the second was a degre¢ 
selfish, but « 


later f 


and w 


und more material for inflation, 
is even more thrilling 


and memo- 


The occasion was the 


el 7 1 : 
school of my big brother — big compara- 


return from 


little white-headed sage — 


prize for English 


iL compo- 
The Power of 


Song, and the very flourish with which 


theme was 
the caption ended was burned into my 
This thesis opened, of 
‘An has 


said, ‘Let me make the ballads of a na- 


admiring soul. 


with ancient writer 


course, 


tion,’ ’’ ete., and went on for a sheet or 


two of *‘ high argument,’’ in attempting 
to rise to the level of which, the matur- 
est renius . 


(with the 


Snark ). 


, 
must ** outerabe 


in despair ’ 
Beaver in The Hunting of the 
Although this unimpeach ible 
the 


to the reign of song in 


parsonage from which this oracle ema- 


nated is 


not at hand, yet the recollection 
of how utterly exhaustive it was, so to 
speak, confirms my belief that the 

* Sphere-descended maid, 
Friend of Pleasure, Wisdom’s aid,”* 
was the glory of the home even as the 
organist, her high priest, was of the 
church. 

As the songs to be hereafter cited are 
not distinctively priestly, let me state for 
the benefit of whom it may or may not 
concern that sacred melodies were not 
The blessed 


old custom of singing at morning and 


forgotten in the parsonage. 
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evening prayers obtained, and the priv- 
ileve of selecting a hymn for this service 
was often so hotly contested by the par- 
sonlings that it required all the fabled 
power of music to calm our tempestuous 
little souls. In this emulative race my 
very passion for music wrought me woe. 
I was ‘‘a mute, inglorious’’ Parepa, 
and my earliest and favorite day-dream 
was of falling 


some 


r a happy victim to 
should 


at parting, with divine compensa- 


terrible disease which present 


me, 
tion, a voice of mighty volume and in- 
finite melodiousness; possessed of which 
and elad in an imposing gown (which I 
Matin ntl 
distinct] 


vy remember made of 


what is popularly known as ** bed-tick- 


i 


was to be 
ing,’’ Heaven only knows why!), I was 
to stand by my demi-god, the organist, 
ir with him among the cobwebs 

the stars. It happened that when 
nec essity of simple choice of m itin 
or vesper song came, my particular fan- 
cies came also in such distracting thrones 
and that I and they 
stammered and tripped over each other 
the midst of 
which, unless tender parents came speed- 


persuasiveness 


in shocking discord; in 
ily to the rescue, the big brother already 
referred to was sure to lift up his voice 
in an exasperatingly superior and col- 
lected ‘* Let 


° My God, permit me not to be,’ 


manner, and say, us sing 
”? which 
hymn I can never hear at this day with- 
out a sensation of discomfiture and cha- 
erin. 

Our saintly little sister’s répertoire was 
as limited, for when appealed to she in- 
variably said, 


in ‘*a voice that was soft- 
‘* Please ‘ His 


that being her version 


er than silence,’ sing 
papa’s throne,’ ”’ 
of the third line of the second stanza of 


Watts’s ** This 


was also a prime favorite of my own, and 


Lord, in the morning.’’ 


probably because the coercion of secular 
airs to devout uses was not then so com- 
mon as now, there was a delicious flavor 
of unusualness, if not of positive naughti- 
ness, which lent special zest to those oc- 
casions when we sang these words to the 
tune of an innocent little song about a 
Modest Violet. 

Almost every reader will recall similar 
fancies to those which invested this same 





470 


hymn with peculiar charms and clung to 


me for years. Whenever, after early 
waking, I lay making narrow eyelids, in 
childish through which 


visible those luminous circles which, al- 


fashion, were 


though born of earthly dust, are part 
and parcel of the ‘trailing clouds of 
zlory with which we all come from 


God, I devoutly believed these heaven- 
ly motes to be simple ill ; 


little sister’s pet stanza, — 


istrations of my 


ints 
i 


. . —_— 
and as they went trooping up, Drilllant 


ind innumerable, on either side my bed, 
the brightest motes were the ** song via 


and the duller tints the ‘* 


Each re turning d iwwhnre 
rious procession still climbing, 


climbing, 


climbing: and more than once 


came an 


instant of awful ecstasy, in which the 
child’s daring and ever-strained vision 
was rewarded by a blinding flash of the 
vanishing hem of the high priest’s gar- 
ment, after whom the motes were per- 
petually pressing 

The JT aylor sisters were, of nec ssity, 
often invoked in the parsonage’s service 
of song; but though profitable for doc- 


trine, for r« proof, for correction, for in 


heir Original 


struction in righteousness, 
Poems for Infant Minds were quite too 
didactic (with the exception of the Mod- 
est Violet, already cited, and two or 
three other poems) to be prime favorites 
with imaginative children, — full of traps 
and pitfalls for eager little souls whom 
they sought to entice into paths of wis- 
dom by a show of rhyme and story at the 
beginning. 

The child of to-day, for whom George 


MacDonald 


dreams, 


sees visions and dreams 
and who revels in the delicious 
inconsequence of the Jabberwocky and 
The Hunting of the Snark, cannot con- 
ceive of poverty so abject as made their 
parents’ parents hail with rapture a nur- 
sery siren whose very advent-song was 
this grewsome homily: — 

“ The moon rises bright in the east, 
The stars with pure brilliancy shine ; 
The songs of the woodland have 
And still is the low of the kine 


eased, 
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The men from their work on the hill 
Trudge homeward with pitchfork and flail 
The buzz of the hamlet is still, 
And the bat flaps his wings in the gale 

* And see! 


Of cypress and holly and yew 


from those darkly green trees 


That wave their black arms in the breeze 
ge church is in view 
1 from her ivied retreat 
1oarse to the winds of the night ; 
ith its solemn repeat 


leparture of light. 


My child, let us wander alone, 
When half the wide world is in bed, 
And read o’er the moldering stone 
That telis ¢ th bai 


And let remember it well, 


lering dead 


That we 


thy and gay, 
inder the circumstances. 
Tapley himself would succumb if 
out on such a ghoulish “‘lark.’’) 

» active, and bright 


1 cannot snatch you 


ffin so small, 
oses over them col 
levours them all 
beauty and bloom 
eir bodies were spread 
in the de ite tomb 
head 


e so active for pla 


rests his inanimate 
’ 
© merrily sung, 


seless and motionless lay, 


iff is the chattering tong 


ek not, my child, as the best 
h so early must fade ; 
Let piety dwell in thy breast 
And 
And then when bene 


ull of thine actions pervade 
ath the green sod 
This active young body shall lie, 
shall ascend to its God 


with the blest in the sky.” 


In justice to the dear old parsonage let 
me solemnly affirm that its walls never 
echoed that song of the gentle Ann, al- 
though as I clance through the cherished 
old volume strains from nearly all the 
other ‘* poems,’’ however unlyrical they 
may seem, come quavering back to me. 
Whether singing was more general than 
now, or whether it was an idiosyncrasy 
of that parsonage, I know not, but as it 
was, nothing in the least degree met- 
rical entered it without speedily finding 


its mate in a tune, ‘** born ’’ or ** made ”’ 
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for it. The Bible, Shakespeare, Words- 
worth, ** Watts and Select,’’ 


Taylors’ 


and the ex- 
- ; 
cellent y rhymed sermons were 
each and all at least intoned in our hear- 
ing. 
My own experience makes me question 
the infal 


ter poems. 


ibility of the authors of the lat- 

The preface (upon which the 

toothsome Church-Yard, already quoted, 

instantly follows, after declaring that the 

volume is ‘‘ inscribed very affectionate- 
* 


ly to that very interesting little race, 


the race of children ’’) reads: 


thoucht desirable 


‘It was 
to abridge every poet- 
ic freedom and figure, and 
long-syllabled word, which might give, 
little read- 


make a chasm in the 


even every 


perh ips, a false idea to our 
ers, or if least 
chain of conception. Images, which to 
familiar that we forget their 
ng-blocks to 
none but literal ideas; 
and though it may be allowable 


us are so 


imagery, » stuml 


childre vho have 


to intro- 


duce a simple kind, which a little ma- 


. | ‘ : “1 21... — PS 
ternal attention will easily explain, and 


which may tend to excite a taste for nat- 
ural and | ic beauty, everything su- 
perfluous it has been a primary endeav- 


or to av Am I mistaken in believ- 
ing that le ‘*‘ maternal ”’ ol 


servation 


on the } of these good sisters would 
have shown them that a child who has 
‘* none but literal ideas ’’ is an anomaly, 
and that one who would exclude ‘* poetic 
freedoms and figures ”’ 


superfluous ’’ would put our nurseries on 


and ‘* everything 


starvation diet ? 


Oddly enough it happens that one of 
the most absurd misapprehensions of my 
own childhood arose from perhaps the 
very simplest of these laboriously pruned, 
‘¢ simple-kind ’’ canticles, —a favorite 
morceau, though bearing the unappetiz- 
of Dirty Jack. 


ing title 


“* There was one little Jack 
Not very long back,” 


it began, and it is only within a few years 


that my bewildered brain has come to 


understand that that specification of 
time, ‘‘ not very long back,’’ was not a 
cold-blooded reflection on the brevity of 
this fas 


nal column. 


inating little piggy-wiggy’s spi- 
He is bold, indeed, who 


dare aflirm that anything he can possi- 
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bly devise is too simple to elude or too 
polyfigurative to come within the grasp 
of one of these myst rious little estrays 
fresh from God, ‘‘ that interesting little 
race, the race of children.’’ 

A child, whose favorite lullaby at the 
Ruskin’s Mont 


Blane Revisited, intoned after the old 


age of two years was 
parsonage fashion, has recently confessed 
to an unaccountable misunderstanding, 
several years in duration, of one of the 
sweetest and simplest of nursery hymns, 
‘¢T think when I read that sweet story 
of old.’’ 


unto 


That line, ‘* Let the little ones 
come me,”’ she declares always 
conjured before her vision the image of 
a large man seated in a chair by the way- 
side, dressing-comb in hand, with which 
he was always regulating the locks of an 
endless pro ession of babies. 

One of twin sisters, whose entertaining 
memoirs began early in the century, used 
to delight in relating a similar instance, 
in which her mate contrived to ‘‘ wrest’ 
to her own *‘ undoing ’’ a stanza of Pope’s 
Universal Prayer, which both had learned 
by rote. In the pillow-fights with which 
each happy day began, littlhe H—— no- 
ticed that, although they were equally 
matched in valor and dexterity, the most 
formidable missile at hand, namely, the 
bolster, was never under any provocation 
of opportunity or direst need used by her 
sister. After accepting this advantage 
as long as her magnanimity would allow, 
last called 


her oversight of this superior ordnance. 


she at M——’s attention to 
M—— only shook her head with porten- 
When H— insisted 
upon explanation, it came in a curdling 
whisper, heard with bated breath: ‘* Oh, 
but I don’t daretouch THAT! Don’t you 


remember what that verse says? — 


tous significance. 


* Let not this weak, unknowing hand 
Presume thy Botster [bolts to) throw, 
And dea 


On each I judge thy foe.” 


lamnation round the land 


Such misconceptions, which it is safe to 
say none of the interesting little race es- 
cape, suggest the cheerful thought that 
we can never certainly divine what im- 
pressions these little souls, as ingenious 
as ingenuous, may be taking from our 
innocentest commonplaces. 
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But it is time that we come to those 


songs which are specially memorable to 
us, and which I have presumed to hope 


might be without interest to others. 


not 
Their peculiar tinge is traceable to the 
fact that the fountain-head of our par- 


song lay in what was and is still 
English 


Connecticut 


sonage 
known distinctively as ‘the 
old 


town, where no other nationality, if one 


neighborhood ”’ of an 
excepts a stray African now and then 
(invariably of royal blood), was repre- 
Warlike and pas- 
toral, Jacobite and anti-Jacobite, Scotch, 
Irish, 


takable flavor of the living spring in the 


sented at that time. 


and what not, all had an unmis- 


beloved land across the sea. Another 
marked characteristic of these old songs 


their Most of 


them had eight or ten stanzas, and not 


was long - windedness. 
a few had the fascinating qu lity of pro- 
voking improvisation, and so were capa- 
indefinite extension, according to 
Old King 


Colio was of this latter class: — 


ble of 


the mood of the performer. 


* Old King Co 
Ile called 


And every woman she could sco 


io he called for his bowlio, 
for his women three ; 
vas she 


A very fine woman 


Gibble, gabble 


Ther 


Sol ri ny 


gabble, do the women sing. 


never was a girl in all Scotland 


Margerinn ! 
** Old King Colio he called for his bowlio, 
ile called for his harper 
And eve harper he could p 
rper was he 
ig prong, says the harper, 
gabble, do the women sing 
Ther 


So fair as my Max 


never was a girl in all Scotland 


gerinn 

So, modestly enough, did his majesty be- 
gin; but his tertian ague grew by what 
it fed on, until the whole range of instru- 
mentalists and artisans was compassed, 
and the inventive singer sank breathless 
under the overwhelming chorus which he 
had accumulated to himself, but which, 
what with its perpetual surprises and 
dramatic action, never palled upon his 
audience. After the ever-growing fury 
of the torrent of vociferous musicians and 
tradesfolk, crested always with ‘ gibble, 
cabble, gabble, do the women sing,’’ 
what could be more restful and delicious 
and incongruous than the refrain, — 

“ The fairest girl in all Scotland 
Is my Margerinn * 


[ October, 


An equally favorite song was of quite 
Indeed, Old Bolter’s 
Mare might well be emblazoned on Mr. 


another character. 
Bergh’s banners. The pathos of this 


ballad was at one time more than my 
heart could endure, and I invariably fled, 
howling, as often as ‘* the mare she took 
it unkindly , but out the door she went,’’ 
always returning, however, in time to 
hear the will read. 

An aged relative has kindly written 
out from memory several more stanzas 
of this song than I can myself recall, but 
there are others still missing (notabl 


’ 


Vv 
] 
i 


sundry items of the will), which possibly 
some reader may be able to supply. 
There 


version, and doubtless not a few interest- 


are also evident mistakes in this 


ing examples of the lapses to which oral 


tradition is liable in the wear and tear 


of two hundred years. 
OLD BOLTER’S MARE 


OLD Bolter, of Westminster, if ever you did him 
know, 

Ile had a 

Ile had 


And 


good a mare, sir, as ever you saw go; 
1s good a mare, sir, as ever man did stride, 
many a hundred mile, sir, did old Bolter 


ride 


Sometimes he rode to Dover, sometimes he rode 
to Deal ; 

Sometimes he rode to London, sometimes to —— 

And in her youth and prime she was so nimble 
quick 

That all the day 


whip. 


she traveled without spur or 


But when old age came on her, the mare grew 
weak and poor: 

Old Bolter and the mare fell out, he turned her 
out of door, 

you will not labor, I pray 


your way, 


Saying, “ If you go 

And come no more unto my door until your dying 
day.”’ 

The mare she took it unkindly, but out the door 
she went, 

Thus to fulfill her 
should be sent 


master’s will, for fear she 

The hills they were high, and the valleys they 
were bare ; 

The summer it was hot and dry, and killed old 


Solter’s mare ! 


Old Bolter had a grandson ; his grandson’s name 
was Will; 

He bade him search each valley, each valley and 
each hill, 

To find the old mare out and to bring her back 
again, 

For he did long to see her and keep her from the 
rain. 
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rose up early, and all the day he 


vas coming on; he then himself 


> and rest myself and come again 


For if I ea 
ols 


»t find the mare, grandsire will die 


rrow 
coming home, he cast his eye 


Dame Wigglesmith’s, and 
spied. 
him in the 


she did, she stared 


ta word unto him spake; she was in so 


the tail, sir, some by the mane 


vas in vain, it was of no effect ; 


her, and then the 


onger, my heart is like to break. 


gentle master, I ‘ll make my will,” 


, Whoever they may be 

y saddle, my bridle, and my 
bit 

bbler, who has but little wit. 


Unto the plodding c« 


* I will bequeath my tail, which is so fine 
Unto the r, the 
I will be 


Unto the 


und long, 
maker of the 
and it I freel 


s wife for making of 


song : 
mane, give, 


a sieve.’? 


Now, if any man disputes me, and says this is not 
true, 
Why, he 
puddings grow 
To Francis Bacon he 
Where he 


will 


may go to Blackknolls where poison 


may go, if he be living still 


may have for fourpence a copy of he 


N. B. Information is wanted in regard 
to the | 
bitrator, the 


legatees, particularly of the ‘‘ ar- 


also 


maker of the song;”’ 
to the locality of fatal puddings. 
In cheerful 


dirge was a 


reaction from the above 


recitative and chorus, of 
which, alas, only the opening remains. 
‘¢ The first old Father 
Quipes heard there was a wedding upon 
the carpet, he ran to the chimney cor- 
} 


ner and 


very minute 


thrust up his hand and pulled 
out his bagpipes, and squeezed them 
under his arm and struck up a little bit 
ota 


“ Tiddery aye, tiddery aye, tiddery aye re ory ro! 

And there was Mat 
And sturdy Pat 

And merry Morgan Murphy 0 
And Merloch Megs, 

And Sherloch Shegs, 
McLaughin and Dick Durphy 0 ; 

And then to see old Father Quipes, 
And the bride’s dad, O'Bailie 0, 


’ 


While the chanter with his merry pipes 
Struck up the lilt so gayly O! 
Tiddery aye,” etc. 
_ , 
There was Irish 


which was unspeakably fascinating to us, 


also an love song 
not so much for its vehement courtship 
and gentle bulls, —though these were 
highly appreciated, —as its heart- 


tor 


breaking refrain. This song, too, we 
have never seen written, and doubtless 
the monosyllabic chorus herein given is 
quite astray from the original, but the 
incomparable tenderness of the wail into 
Phelim 


after the momentary exultation of each 


which characteristically sinks 


stanza will haunt our memories forever. 


PHELIM TO HIS LOVE. 


WuHerever I’m going, and al 

At home or abroad, or alone 

I find that my passion °s so 

That your name, though yet silent, still runs in my 
song. 

Sing bar le mo ne ro, bar le me no ro, 

O ho ho, ro ho ho, bar le mo ne ro-o, 


Your sweet little finger for me ! 


Since the first time I saw you I take no repose, 

I sleep all the day to forget half my woes ; 

pas t 

By Saint Patrick I 
clothes 


So strong is the on that in my 


fear it will b my 
Sing bar le mo ne ro, etc., 


Your lily-white hand for m 


On my conscience, I fear I shall lie in my grave 
Unless you comply and poor Phelim will save. 
Then grant the petition your lover doth crave, 
For you never was silent till you made me your 
slave! 
Sing bar le mo ne ro, etc., 
Your pretty black eye for me! 


On that happy day when I make you my bride, 
With a swinging long sword will I strut and I’ll 
stride ; 


With a horse and six coaches so gayly we ‘ll ride, 


While together we walk to the church side by side! 
Sing bar le mo ne ro, etc., 


Your fine English lady for me! 

The Golden Days of Good 
Bess was familiar in our ears as house- 
hold words, although I 


Queen 


am able to cite 
but a single stanza of the dozen which 
were sung: — 
“To my muse give attention, and deem it not a 
mystery 
If I jumble together music, poetry, and history, 
The times to display in the days of Queen Bess 
sir, 


Whose name and whose memory posterity may 
bless, sir! 
Oh, the golden days of good Queen Bess! 


Merry be the memory of good Queen Bess! ” 
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} 
pre 


Beyond this ope ning 


re- 
call only one ¢ xample of the ik-neck 
rhymes with which the ode abounded 
namely, — 

- iffs ax 
Gobble kc pound 


fast 


ir neck fast, 


of beefsteak f 


ind th 
» break- 
In short, the Vicar of Bray himself 
(another of our special songs) was not 
m6re omnivorous than we in our t 
But I dare 


patience than to 


istes. 


not trespass further on your 


vive in full one more 
song, which perhaps is dearest of all be- 
been 
veneration the favorite cradle 
yur clan. Why, it 
that I heard 
enjoyment and immense 
prec 


et 


cause it has from generation to 


of 
lay 


it delivered, with rollicking 


song 


was only yester 


effect, by u 


4,1 
I 


little four-years-old, verbatim 


c10us 


literatim, as her two great -grand- 
mothers sang it over the never empty 
cradles in the ‘‘old English neighbor- 


hood oa 


was born, 


} 7 ] ; 
fore the nineteenth century 
these song-lovine sisters hav- 


ing received it in due succession from 
HUNTING 
omen 


~~ 7 


é 
ee? a 


Old Pars nage. [¢ Yetober, 


the homesick Roxbury exile 
the father of us all. 


lf had never seen it writ- 


who was 
Our beloved octo- 
cvenarian hims: 
ten, and avers that his mother, who died 
during his first year at Yale, sang it with- 
out text or note; and yet, when a month 
ago we fortunately happened upon both 
music and words in Chappell’s Popular 
Music of the Olden i 


teresting to note how slieht was the va- 


Time, it was in- 


riation of our traditional version, which 
latter I shall here 


ive. 


Chappell re- 


‘¢ Hunting the 


marks (vol. i., p. 322): 
Hare is in the list of songs and 
ballads printed by William Thackeray 
at the Angel in Duck Lane, in the ear- 
ly part of of Charles I., and 
it is in all probability the song to this 


, 
also 


the reign 
tune commencing ‘ Songs of shepherds 


and rustical roundelays,’ because the 
tune was then popular, and the words 
are to be found near that time in West- 
minster Drollery, part second (1672), : 
well as afterwards in Wit and Drollery 


(1682).”’ 


is 


THE HARE. 
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nd rustical roundelays, Although for a thousand years he did not wake; 
i whistled on reeds, There was lame, club-footed Mulciber booted, 
ung nymphs upon holidays, And Pan, too, promoted on Corydon’s mare, 
{f wonderful deeds Coelus flouted, while with mirth Momus shouted, 


ttish Silenus was sent by Dame Venus 


Sos And wise Pallas pouted, yet followed the hare 

To Pheebus the genius a song to prepare, 

In phrase nice ined and words quite refined, Grave Hymen ushered in Lady Astrea, 

How the states divine went hunting the hare. The humor took hold of Latona the cold 
Ceres the brown, too, and bright Cytherea, 

Stars quite tired of pastimes Olympical, Thalia the wanton, Bellona the bold; 

Stars and } t 


Could no 


t beautiful shone, While shame-faced Aurora, with witty Pandora, 
that r il} And Maia with Flora did company bear, 
Should revel ple e that they but lool 


ced on. And Juno was stated too high to be mated, 
So round 


i 
1 about horned Lucina they swarmed, Although, sir, she hated not hunting the hare. 
And quick nformed how minde : 
Each god and l to take human bodies Three brown bowls to the Olympical rector, 
As lords and as 0 follow the hare 


it were, 


The Troy-born boy now presents on his knee, 
While Jove to Phoebus carouses in nectar, 
Chaste Diana appla the motion, And Phceebus to Hermes, and Hermes to me. 
While pale Proserpine sat down in her place Wherewith infused, I piped and mused, 
To light the welkin and govern the ocean, In lang unused their sports to declare, 
lucted her nephews in chase While the vast house of Jove in their bright 
their father to tx phere did move, 
ple, they quick leave A health to all those who love hunting the hare. 


5 
air 


Neptune the water, and wine bibber pater 


The music is given with the thought 


And Mars the pater, to follow the } that possibly lads and lasses of to-day 


nare 
astiliadit cai iia may enjoy practicing the vocal gymnas- 
kisses and prayers ; tics requisite in order to make our text 
y Vencasus and score trip on harmoniously together. 

‘ roudly him bears ; . mm ° z ° 
sky. light-heeled Sir Mer- happell says, ** The tune is now in com- 
mon use for comic songs or such as re- 
sers fly fleet as the air ; 
ful A ) the Kennel did foll . 
To whoop and to hallo boys after the hare has also been employed as a slow air. 


quire great rapidity of utterance; but it 


For instance, in Gay’s ballad, Opera of 
Drowned Narcissus from his metamor e ae oe P a a 
DieuisGiher Raho, nee manhnel 4h tate: Achilles, 1733, it is printed in 3-4 time, 
While snoring Somnus upstarted from Cimmeris, and called ‘ a minuet. 


Mrs. Edward Ashley Walker. 


MY LOVE. 


Her little hand in mine I would not fold, 
Nor touch with one caress her crown of gold; 


I would not stir with any thought of me 
Her deep, untroubled peace of purity. 


She stands above me on a height serene, 
My purely worshiped, consecrated queen; 
Too precious far I hold the girlish life 
To startle it with whispered name of wife. 


Love yet shall light for me her violet eyes 
Her tinted cheek proclaim love’s sweet surprise; 
But now to touch the folds of her attire 
With reverence is all that I desire. 
Anna M. Brockway. 
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THE 


A FRIEND of mine, journeying to- 
ward Russia, stopped for dinner, just 
before crossing the frontier, at an inn 
kept by a German. 
that he 


Russia, and 


The host casually 
remarked had never been in 
on the expression of some 
astonishment said, ‘‘I have always ob- 
served that those travelers who were go- 
ing into Russia looked sad, while those 
who were coming out looked happy, so 
that I decided to stay where I was well 
off.”’ The best quality of Tourguéneff’s 
Terres Vier 


does 


res seems to me this: that it 
most of his stories, leave 
cheerful, 


and the persons left on the 


not, like 
us sad; the final situation is 
not hopeless; 
scene are those in whom we have learned 
to take satisfaction, Solomin and Mari- 
anne. We 


a cheerf il and 


think of them, also, as livine 
useful life; whereas we 
commonly dismiss his hi roes and hero- 
ines to a life of mere endurance, and, if 
we think of them again, it 
al 


is in the hope 
that they will not survive very long. 
The book h is ilso the 
symmetrical grouping than Tourguéneft 
has before 


merit of more 


shown. It is not too much 
to say of him that he individualizes his 
characters more sharply and clearly than 
any other novelist now living; but the 
composition is often very fragmentary, 
so that he 


Goethe, to throw 


seems, as Emerson said of 
something at us with 
the remark, ‘‘ Here is a piece of human 
nature that I had 
take this.’’ But in Terres Viérges the 


whole grouping 


not before sketched: 


is elaborate and careful; 


every character relieves every other, and 


not one could be spared. 
Yet the most interesting trait in the 
book is, after all, this: 


types which are not merely Russian, but 


that we have here 


universal, and might belong to any pe- 
riod of social upheaval. I could match 
the book, without 
much effort, by some corresponding fig- 


every character in 
ure brought to the surface by the Anti- 
slavery, or Fourierite, or Woman Suf- 
frage agitation in this country. 
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few European novels, I should say, make 
a reader in New England feel so entire- 
ly at home among the dramatis persone. 

This selection of corresponding types 
should not, however, be carried so far as 
to attribute to Tourcuéneff’s characters 
any specific opinions which they do not 
clearly express. This mistake is made, 
I think, by the Atlantic critic of foreien 
literature in the July number, when he 
says of Marianne’s career: ‘‘ It is assur- 
edly a stain upon the book that she even 
proposes that last step of socialism for 
supporting which Mrs. Victoria Wood- 
hull has become notorious in this coun- 
try. This repels the reader, and fills 
him with diseust.’’ May I be permitted 
to say, after a pretty careftl reading of 
the French the 
reviewed — that this ap- 
pears to me to be created by 
ination of the critic? 


translation — which is 
one ‘* stain ’’ 
he imag- 
find a 
solitary word to confirm what he has so 


I cannot 
emphatically stated. The passage in the 
book least remote from any such inter- 
pretation is that on page 245, where 
Marianne tells Neshdanoff that whenever 
he truly loves her she will be his (je 
serai @ toi). But inasmuch as they have 
just laughingly compared themselves to 
newly-married people (nouveaux marié s), 
Marianne responding, ‘‘ That depends 
on you”’ (Cela dépend de toi), it is hard 
to see the excuse for putting any dishon- 
orable construction on the young girl’s 
words. 
self does not, for in narrating the affair 
to his friend (page 264) he dwells on his 
own reluctance to form a permanent tie: 


It is plain that the lover him- 


‘*Comment pourrais-je unir pour tou- 
And 


their friends evidently take the same 


jours sa destinée & la mienne?”’ 


view, for Solomin afterwards mentions 
the neighborhood of a priest as one of 
the conveniences of their lodgings, should 
If it be said 
that the phrase étre @ toi is oftenest used 


they decide on marriage. 


by French novelists in connection with 
illicit amours, the answer is that this is 
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equally true of every other expression of 
inasn 


that 


affection, 
illicit 


uch as it is usually of 
love French novelists write. 
But they also use the word for the most 


and 


attachment of 


pure and honorable affection, even 


to express the ideal two 
lovers who are parting not to meet again, 
as may be seen in George Sand’s Elle et 
Lui. is that the French 
phrase is in itself as innocent as the En- 
elish ‘I 


right to found any un 


The simple fact 


thine,’’ and no man has the 
harita 
tion on those words alone. 


It is not worth whil » emulate those 


larissa 
Maria 


too cal 


neff’ 
and 


signed, without at leas sem 


iance of Mrs. W: 


of evidence, to the al 
hull. 


—Iam a lover of novels. I have just 


finished Virgin Soil, the first of Toureué- 


neff’s stories I have read From some 


of our critics and their reviews 


obtained the idea that this Russian story- 


teller possessed extraordinary powers; 


all J can say is that I was never more 


disappointed over life. 


' 1 
pos ible that any one ¢al 


4 As to plot: does any one know 
is all about from beginning to end? 


» each 
s, ‘* Act!*’’ they are 
mysteriously ‘‘ called; ’’ they gaze ** sig- 


The actors fo to and fro saying t 


other in deep ton 


nificantly.’’ The ym ike nothing of sit- 


talk, and 
the 


ting up all night to talk, talk, 
are hones ly repre sented as being, 
next morning, ‘‘ so tired they can hardly 
stand,’’ or as having ‘‘ bad headaches.’’ 
An unknown personage, who writes let- 
ters, Some in pe neil, some in soot and 
water, and some in blood (why blood ?), 
orders them about constantly from one 


town to another, but, with all the read- 
er’s efforts, he cannot discover what they 
are to do in these towns, except to dis- 
tribute pamphlets. Everybody in the 
book distributes pamphlets. 

Poor Neshdanoff, invei 


land of fog by his own imaginative tem- 


led into this 


perament, wanders about, more and more 
overcome by perplexity with every page. 
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Towards the last he grows desperate, 


tells lies right and left, and even ap- 
pears sardonically amused over his own 
approaching dismemberment, he being 


lashed as it were to two horses, who 
must before long inevitably take different 
roads. But, if one feels pity for Nesh- 
danoff alone, what must one feel for the 
unfortunate fellow after he falls into the 
hands of the 
is the 


know that 


cold-hearted, bold girl who 
the tale? I do 


I ever met 


heroine of not 


in fiction a more 
unpleasant young person than this Mari- 
Th i 


rphan a home, and a 


anne. uncle and aunt Sipi 1 give 


creat deal is 
persecutor; | 

preference for Ma- 

rianne, it lifficult to see how any aunt 

is insolent 


ur of 


could like such a niece. She 
ullen, she cut ier h 


without the sligehtest 


and s short, 


and ‘ vie 


necessity, » tells the story of poor 


Markeloff’s unsuccessful suit to a stran- 


f 1 


informs him also that her aunt 


is ‘‘a living lie,’’ and details to him 


that lady’s faults in words which read 


like petty, spiteful je Having thus 


ilousy. 
detached him from the Sipiagin, she be- 


gins a flirtation with him on her own ae- 


count, of the most extraordinary nature: 


she visits him his room at night, she 
him about, 
lines her- 
proposes 
his aris- 
and 
self arrange 


Neshdanoff pl ul 


1 


with Solomin, 


ging behind throughout t 


] 
lingness, 


so much from unwil exactly 


from his own chronic bewilderment, 


Mariann 


in running away with him, and 


por ir 


fellow! However, succeeds 
takes 
him to Solomin’s fa 


tory, where they 


are to reside for a time. Here they pro- 
‘the cause ’’ and 


Mari: 


peasant’s dress, which becomes her, and 


ceed to aid “+ simpli- 


f 99 4) ] 1 . ° 
iy themselves: inne, Dy wearing a 


washing tea dishes occasionally; and 
Neshdanoff, by wearing a pi 


which does not become him (unfortunate 


isant’s dress, 


here, too! 


), and by the eternal pamphlets, 
‘* Make the 


sign of the cross and grasp the axe!’’? — 


a 
some of which say merely, 
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instructions concerning which Neshdanoft 
asks himself, ‘* Must we really take an 
With whom? 


Solomin, who has a sprink- 


axe? But against whom? 
Why 7” 
ling of common sense in spite of his * 


low’’ face, 
eyes,’’ 


! 
Sai- 


‘* short nose,’’ and ‘little 


is naturally anxious that 


these stray cuests of his should be lecal- 


green 


ly united, and hints more than once at 


‘¢ the priest.”’ jut the calm Marianne 


Without the 


\f-saecri- 


scorns it. 


is above law; she 


y ] , 
love or the giow of se 


excuse ot o 
nevertheless, 
become Neshdanoff’s mistress from prin- 
ciple only! No wonder he r 
the cold-blood 


himself, and no 


fice, she will if require d, 
from 
In the end 


coils 
d avomaly. 
he shoots one is 
prised. The imbecility of the conspira- 
cy and his own position are too much for 


Marianne then 


The author remarks that the pric st who 


him. marries Solomin. 
married them 
had don 
Solomin ? 
Mashurir l 


ae : 
AIMLESSLY 5 


‘never repented what he 
but the question is —did 
appears and disappears, 
ily thing clear about her 

hands. Madame 
is well drawn; but, in real life, 
a Neshdanoff 
As for the 


t consists principal 


is that sh 
Sipiagin 
1) | . » 
would have succumbed to 
101 al Russ 
of the ** 


wildly bewilderine 


her. in coloring, 
samovar,”’ 
and the number of 
names possessed by each character. The 

l 167, 


] 


double 
Ne shdanoff ‘* lies, 


And, when all is told and over, 


conversation on page where 


and knows he lies,’’ is 
rood. 
the image of Markeloff’s silent old serv- 
the long 
the steps, wi h ‘* eternal 


face,”’ 


impressiy e fi 


ant, in ( ulico caftan, waiting on 


sadness on his 


+ 1} 
seems to me after all the most 


in the book, and the 
most R issian. 


—In exal 


actin 


ting Latin 


the method of 


é oa the English, and illustrat- 
ing y by 
and Mrs. Lander a 
contributor for July makes many good 


points. 


respectively by Fechter as Han let, 
] 


s Hester Prynne, your 


To my apprehension, however, 
he is wrong in presenting Fechter as 
a typical example, and wanders farther 
into error when he considers him the 
‘¢true Dane of Sh ikespeare.’’ 

Iam acquainted with the French stage 
Italian. 


and with the I know Salvini’s 
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contained energy and impressive econ- 
omy of gesture, Rossi’s intellectual anal- 
ysis, and 


aptitude, and Rachel’s columnar poise, 


Ristori’s thorouch good sense 


her undulating motion, her serpent fas- 
cination and stroke, and the victory her 


sing- 


thrilling voice achieved over the 
li 


song verse ol Racine. ist sea- 


Only 
son I saw an actress of the stock com- 
pany at the Gymnase in Paris so simu- 
late weeping, by means of a play of feat- 
ure, and without using hand or handker- 
chief, that a low murmur of applause 
ran through the observant and delivhted 
house. 1am one with your contributor 
in admiration of the Latin method. 

But 


ing lies in the conception, the vision, and 


surely the essential part of act- 


just comprehension of what to do rather 
than in the subtilest play of the faculty 


of how to do it; and to me Fe hter’s as- 
sumption seemed deficient in this quality 
it be that no two 


of vision. If retorted 


agreed as to the ing of 


Hamlet, and that 


may 


critics are 
Fechter’s conception 
while his ex- 


ll others, I 


rejoin that he did not seem to have any 


be as good as any, 
pression of it is superior to a 
conception at all of the unity of the char- 
acter, but used the successive sit itions 
and the marvelous lancuage is Means to- 


brill- 


iancy was enhanced by his mellow and 


wards disconnected effects, whos« 
modulated voice, his sinuous vesture, and 
the complete training he had acquired 
on the French stage. 

cood 
He showed 


the Celtic sensibility of a comedian of 


Accordingly, I found his Hamlet 


in parts, — not as a whole. 


tenderness and refinement, not imagina- 
That fail 
to render the gust of English idioms was 
He slurred with 


indifferent tones the phrase 


tive, not spiritual. he should 


not surprising. obtuse, 
‘¢ Thou com- 
est in such a questionable shape;’’ in- 
deed, he did not seem to be moved as one 
in presence of a spirit that had passed 
and repassed through awful changes, nor 
at other times was he haunted by that 
vision. 

On the other hand, he was exquisite 
in the lighter colloquial passages, his 
action, his hand play, slight motions of 
the head tones, all 


and face, natural 
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Yet 
even here, in talk with his school-fellows, 
he said, with perverse and superficial 


winning and rewarding attention. 


emphasis, ‘‘ You cannot play upon me,”’’ 
I re- 
called the manner of the elder Booth in 
this scene, 


and then walked suddenly away. 


the princely courtesy of his 
and the 
by a lofty 
mu can fret 


request, ‘* I do beseech you,’’ 


spirit of anger cooled instantl; 
his * Though ye 


innot} 


disdain of 


lay upon me.’’ So when 


me, youc 
er 


Fechter said, ‘* I could aceuse me of such 
things that it were better my mother 
had not borne me,”’ 

] 


j t and cadence 


beginning with that 
of tone which marks all 
English-speaking Frenchmen, and end- 
ing like the snap of a Chinese cracker, 
and dry as that, — away from the flat, 
false emphasis on 


phrase of all 


‘ not,’’? emptying the 


true meaning, I reverted 


Booth, 


s, and implied the 


again to the elder who filled it 
with melancholy fee 
hopes, the pains, the love, the mystery, 
of motherhood. 

= 


cellent as @ soliloquy, for it was said as 


The ** To be or not was ex- 


if no one were listening; but failed cu- 
riously as this soliloquy, for it did not 
vibrate with the tremendous problem of 


Indeed, he left out 


red country from whose bourn 


eternal life. 
* The undiscove 


No traveler returns,” 


and went on with the fluent unconcern 


of a French comedian. Sometimes, as 
I followed him with persisting hope, he 
seemed to vet into the atmosph¢ re of 
Hamlet, but it 
rather he slipped out of it with Gallic 
nimbleness, ly unawares. 
The scene with his mother, the killing 
of Polonius, 


appearance of the ghost were good, and 


soon drifted from him, or 
and seeming 
and his manner on the re- 


by far the best part of his performance. 
It may be said that his view of the char- 
acter, if he had one, was too domestic, 
and without those amazing manifold elec- 
tric currents of thought, on finest lines 
to farthest reaches, which are in the 
constitution of Hamlet. 

The grave - yard scene puzzled me. 
Here was achance for tenderness, and the 
actor did not improve it. Was the gap 
between the noisome skull and the live 
jester who ‘set the table on a roar”’ 
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too great for his imagination to span ? 
Yet without just this movement of the 
imagination, no actor can perform Ham- 
let. Fechter seemed more impressed 
with the fact that this particular skull 
was Yorick’s than flooded with tender 
memories of his jovial playmate, where- 
as in Hamlet, ‘‘ that capability and god- 
like reason, looking before,’’ re-created 
jester and festival and the charm of 
them; then, ‘‘ looking after,’’ whelmed 
fool, emperor, and the lady of his love 
in one melancholy generalization on the 
common lot, until the prince, still hold- 
ing the skull which had at first made his 
gorge rise, hands it back to the grave- 
digger, as the elder Booth did, after 
pressing it to his lips in token of pre- 

ing affection. Fechter concludes 
with a cood bit of stage business. He 
rives at the kine, who eludes him and 


runs out around a corridor. Hamlet 
heads him off and stabs him. 

Pondering on this play, where intense 
interests are lifted 


and swayed towards the life to come by 


and varied human 
the presence and the voice of the most 
majestic and appalling figure ever con- 
ceived in the mind of man; remember- 
ing English players who have essayed 
the prin Ip il character, — espec ially one, 
the elder Booth, 


them all by grasp and delicacy of genius, 


distinguished above 
an actor of Saxon streneth, of Northern 
imagination, of Latin method, — I must 
be pardoned for dismissing with slight 
notice the desultory grace, the short 
flicht, the brief plummet, “ the ineffect- 
ual fire ’’ of Charles Fechter. 

—I find myself quite in sympathy with 
that contributor who, in your July num- 
ber, favors the acting of Mr. Fechter and 
his school in preference to that of Mrs. 
Lander and hers. It has long seemed 
strange to me that, with the knowledge 
and appreciation of French art, espe- 
cially acting, current among Americans, 
so much of the stiltedness and staginess 
of the old English school should yet re- 
main, and even find encouragement as a 
It is, however, 
a promising sign to note that our most 
popular young actors win their laurels, 
it would seem, in about the ratio that 


criterion for beginners. 
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they veer from such time-honored stiff- 
ness. And this calls to mind how, dur- 
ing one of Clara Morris’s last perform- 


Miss Multon in the 


Theatre, and while in the 


ances of Boston 
last scene 
she was entreating to have her children 
brought to her, the 


tion of the audience was for an instant 


breathless atten- 


diverted into laughter as the piercing 
shriek of some impressionable female in 
the house was followed by the hoarsely 
excited e imation, ** Brine her her 
children! Why don’t you bring them 
on?’’ I thought then that this little in- 
cident settled Miss Morris’s place as an 
actress far effectively than did 
many a coiumn I 
she had been ho 


} 


for in this d 


criticism with which 
iored during her stay; 
con- 


ry of wonderfully and 


sciously critical audiences, to call forth 


a cry of self-forgetfulness at all is no 


small achiev Perhaps, too, the 


spectators from whom we expect the least 


can sometimes measure a performer sur- 


prisin or amusingly well. It was a tri- 


fle odd that not more than a week after, 


in the same house, I should have been 
treated 
the latter sort. 


wdible criticism of 
While the famous Dani- 
cheffs were having their Say upon the 
Stage, as l witha shop-worn face, aseat 
or two distant from me, turned to her 
decidedly Hibernian companion 
and stage ispered, ‘** Oh, 
Is n’t it 


His eyes twinkled, and his lips puckered 


stout, 
isn’t this 
play perfect ? just splendid? ”’ 
into a smile with a 


be ’tis 


‘* Hu-m-m, yes, may 


ould 
dame [the countess, Miss Morant] would 


But d’ ye think, now, the 
really have always carried the day if she 
kept roullin’ the li 
at that rate, and let 


chtning from her eyes 
the mastiff in her 
growl that plain in the faces of them she 


wanted to cet t 


} 
j 


he upper hand of? As 
for the young wan [Anna, Miss Jewett], 
d’ ye mind the 
pourful it 


voice of her, too? how 
is for wan in her grief and 
tinder years, an 
in it like the o 


i what a sound there’s 
ild lady’s, barrin’ the dif- 
ference in all they have to spake!’ 

—I wish to own, in this public con- 
fessional, that the simple, provincial trust 
with which I English criticism 
has been unusually tasked by the dark 


act ept 
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wisdom of The London Academy in 
summing up its judgment of Mr. James’s 
American: ‘‘ The book is an odd one; 
for though we cannot say it is a good 
book, there is no doubt whatever that it 
is worth a score of the books which we 
are wont, truly enough in a sense, to 
Now, if ] had received this 
almost any native publica- 


call eood.’’ 
oracle from 
tion, | know very well how I should have 


But I am sensible 


found instant relief. 
that I cannot take a short cut out of the 
misery into which I am plunged by a Lon- 
don Academician. I must look again, 
and I must consider: there is evidently 
of books which the 
highest English critics are wont, truly 


a class, scores in fact, 
enough in a sense, to call good. So far 
everything isclear. These books may be 
called, truly enough in a sense, good, but 
—I feel myself going, again! — a score of 
them are not worth one book which can- 
not be called good. This is terrible. To ’t, 
1t be called 
cood is worth a score of books which can 
truly be called vood No, no! That 
Let us go back, and 
First, 
Second, 


Now, 


There are 


again! If a book which can 


way madness lies. 
look more carefully to our steps. 
there are critics; that is clear. 
there are books; this also is ] 

then, let us be very adroit. 

English critics in the habit of truly call- 
ing books good which are not a twen- 
tieth part SO cood as books that cannot 
be called cood; therefore, the American 
author should study to write not good 
books which cannot be 


books, but odd 


ealled wood, and that are worth scores 
of books which truly are rood, —_— in a 
This seems all l, till 
one comes to the last clause, — in a 
At this I darkle again. 


is hard to understand. 


sense. very wel 
‘Ina 
If that 
secret, black, and midnicht clause were 


sense. 


sense ”’ 


but laid open, all might yet be well with 
me; but with that closed, that shut fast 
with all its sweetness and light in it, like 
an inexorable clam! I can perceive how, 
on the principle that a bad book is worth 
scores of truly good books, the English 
critics have decided that Messrs. Whit- 
man and Miller are the great American 
poets; or I could perceive this, if it were 


not for ‘‘in a sense.’?’ That reduces 
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me to despair, from which my only hope 
‘*T met 


the boy said ’’ something pre- 


is in recalling the famous puzzle, 
a boy, and 


posterously After vou have 


impos } 
threshed yourself to frenzy against this 
probk in, your tormentor comes to your 
rescue with 12 
tion, ** The 
be a int 


rinth of 


1! ler : ] J 
sublimely simple solu- 
May there not 
escape from this hideous laby- 


ie Lon 


Y ie 


Pos- 


however 


xndon Academy ? 
sibly d books, 


than cood books, 
and the nse of the mtrary is bosh, 
In short, may I not believe 


~~ « 
lied ¢ 


rubbi-h 
that the boy 
— Tl 


Au- 


ro- 


Rev. Sylvester Judd, of 
Maine, published, in 1845, a 
| Marga et. He complained 


it it had been ne vlect- 


gusta 
mance ait 
SOK 

ed. It 


accident of c ming 


upon : es which 
Darle\ 


ance with i 


that my own 
The 
] 7 } 

wiatever 1t may be, 


the 


dis« overy 


acqu int- 
f Mar- 


was not, how- 


was due, merit « 
garet, 
ever, to nx circumstance of note. It 
was the isti : 


wistic pref- 


that there was anot work, by the 
ithor, 


the dignity of 


ace 
devoted to an exposition of 
This is a 


vhich I find myself attracted. 


same a 

1) 
manual labor. 
subject to 
IT am 
thing which disposes of it i 
The 


nity is made up on 


1 } ' 
rather on the lookout 


tory manner. scale of 
greater or less freedom from tl 
tion to labor. The cream of our consid- 


eration is perhaps reserved for those 
who never by any chance have anything 
to do 
to the 


drudge ry is at 


with it. We pay sufficient regard 


| its actual 
We 
gaze with respect upon the great monu- 
ment after it is erected, and even upon 


head- 


, but I have yet to see effu- 


results but 


discount. 


the engineer who expended his 
work upon it 
sion manifested over the brawny arms 
that hauled all 
and twisted his cables. 
that I soucht 

the story which is styled upon its 


his briek and mortar 
It was for this 
reason out with interest 
itle- 
page, Richard Edney and the Govern- 
A Rus- Urban Tale, Simple 
and Popular, yet Cultured and Noble, 


of Morals, Sentiment, and Life. Pos- 


or’s Family. 
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Club. [ October, 


sibly overlooked in this out-of-the-way 
and little-bruited tale might be found a 


view going 


ter, 


to the very root of the mat- 
and even capable of application; so 
that when it was known the public might 
at once begin to pay labor pure and 
simple enti- 


tled 


the respect to which it is 
The announcement 
that the Rev. Syl- 


merely one more of the 


iis ippointing 


> at once, 


or by showing 


of it early. In 
twenty-four his h ro is proprie- 
] 


mill, and in chapter forty- 


ries the governor’s daugh- 


mates at » mill, capable 
se, 2 lr ing for him 
‘ itch noth- 


rmer 


: lucky Rich- 

trary are 
persons. 

o this good minister’s plan, 


New Eng 


highest character and integrity. 


fa land family 


t high-school edu ‘ation, 
i slight attempt on the 
You are to be profound- 
ly influenc 1 youth by the family, the 


You 


a saw-mill instead of go- 


} } } } ~— 
school, and chureh. are to go 


volunta 


ing ‘ollece, on account of a love you 


You 


and musician, 


labor. are to be 


manual 
natural orator 


han 


with you at 


} 
have foi 


and so 


] 


lsome that ladies fall in love 


sicht, but of such 


young 
a virtue 
that you simply reprove them col ily for 
You are 


their unbecoming coquetries. 


to be so muscular, and at the same time 
of such an exemplary nature, that when 
the bully of the shop attacks you you will 
the 


him down, but can 


not be under necessity of knocking 


hold hi 
sides in your vice-like o 


overwh Imed 


s arms to his 
asp until he is 
A facility 


in saving pe ople’s lives two or three times 


with confusion. 


apiece all around will be requisite, and 
also polished manners to enable you to 
dance with the governor’s daughter and 
converse with her upon equal terms, 
when, during a temporary closing of the 
saw-mill, not to be out of « mployment, 
Ah, 


there is in this 


you drive a hack for her family. 
me —the cold comfort 
picture of life for the grimy fellow whose 
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wages are 


a dollar a day, and 
; rather to keep out of the 
to marry into the New 
England aristocracy! 


whose dre¢ 


= 
poor-nhouse in 


The author’s acquaintance with the 
wickedn ss of the 
heart involunt 


world — and one’s 


arily warms a little to the 
honest old ventleman for it — is as ama- 
teurish a 
Without 
thority in the 
that his bar 


s his treatment of its hardships. 

professing to speak with au- 
itters, I should 
ssations were as 
The C | } 
nme r-Nicht’s Drea n. His 


set down by the 


say 
conve 
pure an invention as 
or the M 
heavy vi 


recular as a milksop in 


need of a coine over before 
deemed wort! yf 


ship. A 


ideal mis r 


admission to fellow- 


the talk of this 
iently shows the un- 
uwcter of the Rev. Mr. 
mind. Clever is a nicht 
No. E. He has been 


absent » under pretense ol sick- 


practical ch 
Judd’s turn of 


hand on 


ness. an return, and first in- 


troductio1 1e story, says to Richard: 


‘¢ Enlargement, aggrandizement, clory, 
fame, are tural to the human bre 
they are natural t > 


hor 


»)> my breast. ower, 


I 
rable; and these I study 


might, are 
to exer ise r ) m ike you believe I am 
sick when I am sick is nothing,—a child 
eould do th but if I can make you be- 


lieve I am when I am not sick, if I 
can make t me 
whole mill 


ieve it, I do something; I 


exercise power; [ AM ENLARGED!” 

Thus, i op 
dignity of labor, not being filled by Mr. 
Judd, is still open. Who will take ad- 
vantage of it? If I were 
the 


to make the most, 


portunity to exhibit the 


coing to at- 


tempt something of kind 


think 


some how, of 


myself, I 
I sho try 
argument that labor is 
an object in itself, since it is impossi- 
ble ab-<olu y to secure the fruits of it, 
and since, when the pressure of necessi- 
ty is withdrawn, it is entered into with 
almost equal ¢ 


Rare, indeed 
Insurance 


iunestness from choice. 
is the savines-bank, the 
iy, the coal stock, which 


e the capitalist to renew the 


compa 
may not f 
toilsome labor of accumulation which he 


had considered finished. The fashion- 
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able woman may have occasion, in the 
eares of her household and social obli- 
gations, to envy her laundress, Polo is 
as hard as cattle herding. De Lancey 
Kane drives a coach as well as Richard 


Edney. It 


pe ople a 


hire 
any price to row college boat 
had 


house of 


would be difficult to 


t 
races. | rather be a door-kee per 


in the a crocer or hardware 
dealer than a dweller in the tents of the 
rifle When 
have made your fortune by labor, what 


labor still? 


amateur association. you 


else do you find to do but 


Such being the case, I would go on to 
adjure the man who is doing a useful 


thing to be satisfied with himself and 


confident of his dignity. no matter what 
he finally comes to. I would — but this is 


feebly attempting to preempt the cround 
I wish left 


and kindly analyzer who is to 


which open tor the shrewd 


tell us 
about the dignity of that kind of labor 
which retired income 


has not upon its 


and married the gsovernor’s daughter, 


but is eu saw-logs, breaking stone, 


elenching boiler rivets, brandis] the 


mop and the scrubbing brush, and sing- 
ine The Sone of the Shirt. 

— Will this serve as a Roland for Mr. 
Collyer’s Oliver, who supposed that Mr. 
Emerson and ‘* that kind of people ought 
to be 


encouraged ”’ ? 
Some years ago I was so fortunate as 
to happen in Middlebury, 


commencement 


Vermont, at 
season. The instinctive 
hunger of the feminine soul for perpet- 
ual student 


warm, cold, or minced, had 


been lone blunted by advancing years 
and residence in an old university town; 
so it was not the momentous début of 


a dozen or so admirable young orators 
which awoke self-gratulation over my 
opportune arrival, although it must be 
confessed that the mere ht of so many 
young men who were neither bored nor 
agonizingly anxious to seem bored by life, 
present and to come, was inexpressibly 


novel and refreshing. The source of re- 


joicing was far beyond and above 
this. 


even 


In an old university the round of mem- 
orable orators and poets is perhaps soon 
run, and the imported commencement 


lions have eitier become, in these last 
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The 


times, unthrilling specimens of their 
kind, or are jealously caged for platform 
exhibition as a decoy to the alumni din- 
ner, where they are gingerly served as a 
At least the motto of our 


particular colle ve has come | 


bonne -houche ; 
to be — but 
hear a parable instead. A divinity stu- 
dent having nearly completed his course 
brought, as the powers ordain shall be 
sermon to his favorite instruct- 


or. Modestly but feelingly he del 


done, a 
ivered 


it from text to ‘‘ application’’ and ‘a 


i 
few reflections,’’ after 


“ Yes, good, - 


well planned, and on the 


which the critic: 
very very good, indeed; 
whole admi- 
rably expressed. But, my dear young 
friend, I regret tend- 


which should 


say I notice a 
ency to—to—-¥¢ txsiasm 
and must be repressed.’’ 

Coming from such a climate, and list- 


2 the 


programme of brave little Middlebury, 


lessly glancing at commencement 
** Oration 
before the Whatsoever Soci ty, by Ralph 
Waldo Emerson’ And 
tion’’ it was—calm and 
perturbed as of old! And 


how my heart leaped to see 


what an *‘ ora- 


grand and un- 
as was the ora- 


tion so was the orator, | now and 


sing 
then his place, in the familiar old fashion, 


and with sweet solemnity for it 


er 
LOOKING 
again among his wandering scri 
deliberately as if he sat al 


aione 


Concord study, and we fol 


search as undisturbed 


as he, finding it 
only a shade less exquisitely fascinating 
than the missing thought itself when at 
last he had gently brought us to its hid- 
ing-place. 

I know of nothing on earth more rest- 
ful, and I would like to say divine, than 
to sitin Mr. Emerson’s presence for an 
hour, while he thus loses and finds him- 


self in peaceful succession. ‘* But this 
,’ as Mr. Joaquin Miller 
When Mr. Emer- 
son’s celestial hide-and-seek was over, 


and the 


is not my tale 
often justly remarks. 
entranced audience were reluct- 
antly going down the 
old the coll re, 
tiful white 


for many years, whispered to 


venerable 


aisles, a 


trustee of! whose beau- 
head was its crown of glory 
with 
a smile and half a sigh: ‘* Times have 


changed! 


me 


It is just twenty years ago 


since we had him here ‘ast to address 
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When he 


had finished, the president, as was the 


this same literary society. 


custom, called upon a clergyman to con- 
clude the service with prayer. Rev. Mr. 
—, of W .in this State, stepped 
into the pulpit which Mr. Emerson had 
just vacated, and uttered a very remark- 
able prayer of which I can remember 
only one sentence exactly: ‘ We beseec h 
thee, O Lord, 


hearing 


to deliver us from ever 
any more such transcendental 
nonsense as we have just listened to 
‘* And what 


Emerson say?’’ ‘* Nothing — 


from this sacred desk!’ ”’ 
did Mr. 
oh, yes; after the benediction he asked 
his next neichbor the name of the offi- 
ciating clergyman, and, 


? 
ly answered 


when faltering- 
vith gentle simplicity re- 
marked: *‘ He seems a very conscientious, 
plain-spoken man,’ and went on his 
peac eful way Ba 

— No doubt it is comforting to Jewish 
hearts to see how the social thrust lately 
aimed at them has been resented by the 
But does all this, | wonder, 
r to the wide dif- 


ference between social justice and social 


free press. 


blind any thinking Jc 


preference, or tend to make him feel that 
he is the more welcome in the home cir- 
cles of Christian families, supposing he 
cared to enter them ? 

It is hardly imaginable that Judge 
Hilton 
cially or socially, 
clude the 


He may have made a special study of 


intended to hurt himself, finan- 


when he moved to ex- 


obnoxious race from his hotel. 


the aversion, alienation, the indefinable 


something which the average Christian 


claims to feel in his intercourse with the 
Jew, although it often means no more 


than that he cannot penetrate the mys- 
te ry of his subtle, s« lf-pois« d personality. 
For if there is any one point upon which 


the commonplace Christian, especially 


he of British extraction, is uncommonly 


strong, it is in a contempt for whatever 
he may not happen to understand, as 
his governmental record the world over 
amply proves. 

Judge Hilton, then, may have made a 
study of his own pet aversion without 
having also made due allowance for the 
difference, in this age of the world, be- 
dislike and 


tween personal or theoretic 
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wholesale injustice; if so, he overshot his 
mark; and must, per force, take the con- 
sequences. Possibly, too, the judge, if 
of a contemplative turn, may have taken 
notes of the effect of Daniel 


upon the reading public, 


Deronda 
and felt addi- 
tionally secure as to the result of his ac- 
tion. Ci that 


wonderful book had no other object than 


rtainly, if the author of 
to feel how the world’s pulse beat in re- 
gard to a famous race, it was well worth 
her while to have written it. 
the professional eri 
ful if 
since its publication, let them find what 
other faults 


Leaving 
tics out, it is doubt- 
any knot or cole rie discussing it 
they may, have not ended by 
¢ disgust or dissatisfaction with 


expressil 
its idealization of 


the Jews. 
that practically wise 


Strange 
people are not as 
ready to see that had not that race been 
capable, in all ages, of evolving just such 
tions ’’ as Mordecai and 
Deronda, it could not 


‘dreamy ibstracti 
well have stood, 
through time and persecution, the soli- 


tary peculiar power it has stood in the 
world’s history ! 

How often, while listening to the buz- 
zing of certain Christian insects, have I 
pictured some grand old 


Jewish face 
turning its scathing irony upon them, 
while it questioned their claim to aught 
which hold 
and then demon- 


their 


sacred ¢ X- 


they profess to 
i 
cept thro i his race: 
strating w utterly non - debtor 


that racs except 


tion which had fertilized so much special 


was for the persecu- 
genius. 

But although some of our ungrateful 
race are, at last, getting so enlightened 
in liberality as to recognize their supe- 
riors even among Jews, I would, none 
i commo iplace Jews 
against too far presuming upon the fact. 
Above all wo 


Jewish blood, 


the less, caution 


ld I advise any youth of 
whose nose does not be- 


tray him, and who has set his heart upon 


n 
winning a Christian maiden, to let his 


secret rest secure 


until he has first won 
a more than passing interest. 
— Looking over my collection of au- 
tographs, which I began years 
humble the 


splendid and well-arranged collection of 


many 


ago in very imitation of 


Mr. Ticknor, I came upon a note from 
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Walter Savage Landor. It is without 
date, and reads as follows: — 


Dear Kenyon, —I have tothank you 
for a little book which Fisher brought 
me. The weather is so fine that I have 
My brother Robert has 
publisht three Dramas. 
tion is better in all 


not yet red it. 
The versifica- 
than 
and the poetry 


respects any 


other dramatist’s, than 


any other’s, except Shakespeares, by 


many many degrees. I would lay a wa- 
Robinson thinks 
Goethe, and even Wordsworth, a better 


poet. The Fen 


ryman (I stake my repu- 


ger nevertheless that 


tation, such as it is, upon it) far surpasses 
every poem in the present or last cent- 
ury. Robert and I have had no corre- 
spondence for a quarter of a century, 
and the last was an angry one, but let 
me'do him justice. 

the end of 
Paris to meet my 


Towards April I go to 
Walter. If you 


know of any reasonably cheap lodgings 


son 


on the other side the Seine, but not very 
distant from the Gallerys, pray tell me. 
Your’s very sincerely, W. LAnpor. 
Are any of the cultivated readers of 
The Atlantic these 


mas of Robert Landor? Have they one 


familiar with dra- 
reader per annum amongst us? 

The book was published (may I be 
pardoned for retaining the orthography 
of our dictionaries, in spite of the prej- 
Mr. 
Lon- 


udices, protests, and example of 
Landor) by Saunders and Otley, 
don, in 1841. 

The three dramas are The Earl of 
Brecon, Faith’s Fraud, and The Ferry- 
man, each in five acts. The first ‘‘ has 
for its moral patient forbearance under 
shame and ruin. The second, sacred ob- 
ligations discharged at the expense of 
life. The 
The 


book is printed in the interests of re- 


other sacrifices as well as 


third, endurance and forgiveness.” 


ligion and morality. 

After such a eulogium on a poetical 
work by a critic so well qualified to en- 
joy and so very hard to please as Wal- 
ter Savage Landor, who as a ‘*‘ brother 
offended ’’ advances an especial claim 
to be heard upon the subject, it is diffi- 
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cult to accept one’s own judgment on 
these So far as I know they 
have never been reviewed in any promi- 
Horne De Quin- 


x 
written largely on he 


lramas. 
nent pe riodical. and 
have 


works of Walter Sava 


1) 
i 


who 


cey, 


e Landor, and in- 


cidentally upon his life, make no allusion 


rother. 


whatever to his | 
It would be cur 


ous to see these dra- 


mas compared by some less eccentric 


critic, not certainly with Shakespe ire’s, 


but with those of Henry Taylor. I can 


see in them little to justify the opinion 


pronounced on them by Landor in his 


to Mr 


cust he 


nots Kenyon, ind much t eX- 


public for its indifference and 
their oblivion. 
De Quincey, in his notes upon the 


writings of the more successful brother 


tation on the 


Says: not a man build 


a repu- 
I 
basis of not be ing read ? 
To be read is undoubtedly something; 
in odd i 


to be read by million or so isa 


a man’s ¢ ap, but it is 
he has been read 
But 


ilter Savage Landor 


sort of feather in 
also a distinction that 
absolutely by nobody at all.’ ... 
he adds that Mr. W 
is not entitled to such sublin ity of dis- 
tinction, *‘ for it can be 1inst 


him that he h 


prov ed ag 


s been read by at least a 
all wick 


M ty not the distin 


score ot people, iwake 


ion have been re- 
served, with justice or injustice, for the 
other brother? 

—I am very sorry to see The Nation 
in one ot the July numbers countenance 
the that ** We Ish rabhit?? is a 
corruption of - bit. 


doubt if this supposed derivation is more 


notion 


rar 


I very much 


than about thirty years old, while the 
The name is 
hits at 


dish is very much old 


one of a creat number of coun- 
tries andl towns that are supposed to have 
a very limited choice in food. and to sub- 
icles for the many of 
lands. Wales 
have nothing to eat but 


Huvh Evans) and 


bit is ** toaste | cheese,’’ 


stitu e their few ir 
other imagined to 
cheese (see Sir 


a Welsh rab- 


and in parts of 


was 
mutt 
England mutton cooked i 


is Welsh ve There 


such instances amony 


a special way 
dozen 

The 
herring appears in two favorite locali- 


and ** Digby 


ison, are a 


ourselves. 


ties as ‘* Taunton turkey ”’ 
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[N. S.] chicken.” 


- Albany beef’’ is 
‘*¢ Marblehead 


To one 


simply stw and a 


qeon: 


turkey’? is a codfish. who has 


noticed these analogies, and knows, 


moreover, how for centuries cool Saxons 
have loved to poke fun at their fiery 
Cambrian neichbors, there is something 
singularly flat in the *‘ rare-bit’’ idea. 
It is needless to say, however, that the 
spe llir Li early commended itself 


keepers, whose bills of fare have 


I 


to res- 
tauran 
always had a peculiar softness which the 
Many 


oysters when 


writers probably think is refined. 
of them invariably say cold 
word being 


they mean 7a the latter 


thought 


the name 


coarse! ( harlotte de R isse is 


most in vocue with them, and 
Holland in a novel; 
you mi well say United States of 
American. The 
Méringr 
the Italian 
honor of the 
spelling Vo a 
ion ible « 
Mr 
» AP has put into print 
all at hotels wher 


ll of 


is adopted by 
very peculiar name 
which is the French form of 

VU i noo, al al 


battle, 


was given in 
the 


at the hands of fash- 


has assumed 
rue 
ifectioners. 

amusing story of 


in his late 
an experi- 


there is no 


fare —the practice of fe- 


liters I entire 


Lake 


heard, 


inning together the 


viands in one word. At 


for instance, may be 
** Soupsalmonroastmuttonboiledmutton, 


ete., right on without a stop. It is not 
perhaps generally recognized that the 
first such a breathless bill 


Ecclesiazuse of Aris- 


instance of 
of fare is in the 


tophan s. There, a female chorister, 
summoning the whole city to a gorgeous 
banquet, announces the entire provision 
in a single word of one hundred and sev- 
66 « dy stersco Iskate- 


sharkbrainsgibletssaucepiquante,”’ ete. ; 


Greek 


enty - eight letters: 


} 


only the venius of the lancuage 


introduces connecting syllables, which 
modern hotels dispense with. 

I see that the papers are already 
beginning to talk about the Bishop’s 
Palace, to be built in connection with 
the cathedral at Garden City, endowed 
by Mrs. A. T. Stewart, and to brag that 
it is to be finer and grander than any 


Very likely 


those most interested are annoyed at the 


such building in Europe. 
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foolish extravagance of language used 


by thoughtless journalists, and them- 
selves carefully use correct expressions, 
like Episcopal Residence with apart- 
Still the hasty 


reader gets the impression that a build- 


ments for the clergy. 


ing is to be 


erected of dignified propor- 
tions, 


in ke eping with the elaborate ca- 


thedral 


be a 


thedral, and as the ea 


part of 
appointment; doubtless 


Close and 


and novel 


there will 

poetical appendages, 
sts who cannot afford the trip 
across the Atlantic will be able, by an 
inexpensive 
furnish 


ourney to Hempstead, to 
themselves with the interesting 
vhicl attractive in 


looKS sO 


apparatus 
the distance of 


English novels. 


} 


Ecclesiastical foppery is easily laughed 


at, and many, no doubt, will set down all 
this talk about the cathedral and palace 
as a feeble grasping at the inheritance 
of the Eng 

aspect ol it which is 
The cathedral idea in America comes by 


in the @ ywwth of the Episcopal 
I 


ish Church. But there is an 


not ridiculous. 
decrees 


church, and is not to be, it cannot be, 


the mere t rof an Anglican fashion. 


It 


church, and, as an expression of greater 


inst 
LDSIit 


stands in a different relation to the 
energy and more complete fidelity to the 
purposes of church organization, is to be 
The 


bishop’s church will be 


watched with profound interest. 


cathedral as the 
a religious power just so far as the bish- 
op is a power. His power springs from 
his service, not from his pomp and cir- 
cumstance; the church becomes the cen- 
tre of such service, but what has he to 
do with a palace? I had 
What has he to do with a house,at all? 


A palace, o1 any house which by its splen- 


almost said, 


dor and state separates him from com- 
mon men and gives him the appearance 
of rank, is in direct antagonisin to the 
fundamental, Christian idea of a bishop. 
Some members of the Episcopal church 
are anxious to get rid of the name Prot- 
estant, since they argue that the name 
gives rise to 
It 
rid of the name they would 
the 


the church a protest, not merely against 


historical misconception. 
of getting 
seek to fill 
and make 


would be well if instead 


a meanine, 


name with 


some past doctrinal and practical error, 
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but avainst the insidious enemies of true 
religion which have no organized form, 
the 


ainst an age 


-but a very present influence. If 


church wishes to protest ag 
of luxury and self-indulgence, it will not 
do so by providing its bishops with kings’ 
When it does, 
men will go into the 
the 


houses and soft raiment. 
find that 
wilderness again 


it will 
to hear what man 


will say who dresses in skins and eats 


locusts and wild honey. There is no 


form of state or ceremony which men 
will not persuade themselves is becom- 
ing to religious authority, and a com- 
parison of pope with apostle will be in- 
geniously made out to the sophist’s sat- 
isfaction, but no sophistry can get rid of 
“" Wh psoever will 
be great among you, let him be your 
be chief 


among you, let him be your servant.’’ 


the Master’s words: 


minister, and whosoever will 
I for one should like to see a bishop’s 
palace in America built by a bishop who 
could himself build one as cleverly as 
one of his spiritual ancestors could make 
tents. 

ini- 
I know it 
has long been one to me, that genius is 
little 


come even a harmful and pernicious gift, 


—JI do not know whether it is a 


versally received truth, but 
worth or nothing, nay, may be- 
unless it be accompanied by that far 
more substantial yet most necessary and 
indispensable quality, common sense. 
And yet this latter is by no means so 
abundant as one might suppose; indeed, 
some one has well said that it would be 
more appropriate to style it uncommon 
sense. Without the healthy instincts — 
for these, in most cases, will suflice even 
without a great deal of experience of the 
the 
diculous, absurd, and impossible with- 


actual world — that warn us of ri- 
out a wholesome sense of ‘‘ the eternal 


fitness of things’’ and a considerable 
portion of that good, sound, * homespun” 
faculty that in ordinary life goes to the 
successful discharge of the simplest and 
most common duties of our every - day 
existence, the profoundest sentiment, 
the finest fancy, and most brilliant imag- 
ination shall avail us nothing. The sen- 
timent will degenerate into mere senti- 


mentality, the most ideal aspirations and 
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highest flights of fancy into empty vaga- 
ries and idle dreams; the creations of our 
brains under these circumstances can- 
not be anything but flimsy phantasms, 
with not a drop of real life-blood in their 
poor, transparent and no 
power of life and endurance than the 
flowers in the fairy tale, 


veins, more 


which, having for 


one night assumed the shapes of men 
and women in order to give a great ball, 
lay hopelessly wilted much 


away to so 
dry grass the next morning. 
I might 


examples, drawn 


I dare say 


Hipctr 
lliustrate 


my view with many 
for the most part, I am 
sorry to allow, from the ranks of female 
writers, but no more striking one occurs 
to me than that of Elizabeth Sara Shep- 
pard, better known as the 


Charles Aucheste r, the one 


books which has the 


author of 
among her 
most claim to some- 
thing like ree For to her that 
precious jewel in disguise, common sense, 


or¢nition. 


seems to have been almost completely 


Young 


been an 


denied. as she died, and, hav- 


her 
as she had of be- 


and 


P ° 1s . - 
ing invalid almost all of 


brief life, little chance 


coming acquainted with real men 


women, hat » possessed those healthy 


instincts which I have mentioned, she 


could not | > represent 1 such abnor- 
beings as she 


, 
mal, unnatural, impossibk 


did, if beings they may be ¢ alled who 
are in fact only bundles of high-strung, 
sensitive nerves 
Her 


super ide 


and various abstract 


books are charged with 


qualities 


a certain alism that removes the 


characters, with their deep sorrows and 
, be yor d the ré ach of 
sympathies as though 
they were inhabitants of the moon; sur- 


sublime joys, as far 


ordinary human 
feited with a sweet atmosphere of over- 


th it, like the stifling odors of 


refinement 
a close, overheated hot-house, it is impos- 
sible for healthy lungs to 
and that 
fresh 

ter how 1 


) 
reathe long, 


make us wish for a breath of 


, one touch of real life, 


ude and 


may be. Ina word, it is almost 


no mat- 
common and re al- 
istic it 
impossible to read them, unless we are 


endowed with 


a good deal larger ca- 
pacity tor ** swallowing nonsense ”’ 
usually falls to the lot of 
practical days. And yet, in spite of 


all, we perceive in these ‘‘ very young ”’ 


than 


mortals in our 


The Contributors’ 
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efforts of a most intense and enthusi- 
astic nature much real power and true 
inspiration, an exquisite sense of beauty 
in every shape, and a deep and delicate 
comprehension of the subtle mysteries 
of music, while the quaint style has a 
very piquant flavor of its own: so much 
unquestionable genius, indeed, of a high 
order that, had the author lived, I can- 
not doubt that she micht have a 
plished really great 


‘com- 
the 
ul her 


work, but for 
has Sakis 
As it is, 


hich gifts are but as so much ‘* 


‘* one thing wanting. 
sweet- 
ness wasted.’’ Because of the one small 
grain of salt omitted in her composition, 
the slight admixture of common earth 
to counterbalance and weigh down the 
ecstatie flivhts ot her overstrung mind, 
her forgotten and her 
books are consigned to ion that 


lly merited, or are read 


name is almost 
an obliv 
is surely not who 
only by the few interested in such phe- 
nomena of nature, and fond of musing 
over ‘* what might h ive been.’’ 


—I have followed the controversy 


raging or lately the 
cooks 
tre ated, 
and under or over paid, and I have been 


struck by the fact that the friends and 


raging in one of 
Boston daily papers 


and house-maids are 


as to whi ther 


ill or well 


foes al » of this class of laborers are 
i epithet 
take very 
unwillingly upon their lips, and seldom 


without a sense of its 


united in stigmatizing them by a: 


which I hope most 


Americans 
cruelty. I mean 
the word servants. Every man or wom- 
an who works for hire serves, or ought 
But all 


, because 


to serve, his or her employer. 
revolt from the name of servan 
it insults a proper pride and self-ré spect 


by ascribing to them a debased and 


A maid of all 


work is no more a servant tha 


hopeless social condition. 


| any other 


hireling ; why should she be called a serv- 


ant, and a day-laborer not? A shop- 
woman or a salesman is a hireling; why 
should not these be classed as servants, 


if cooks and nurse-maids and coachmen 
nations, the 
French and the Italians, call their house- 


are so? The non - brutal 


hold laborers domestics, a which 
describes them without wounding their 


We, following the 


brutal English and German fashion, are 


word 


just sust epti ilities. 
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doing our best or worst to call ours serv- 
ants. The good word help, kindly and 
modest, and native with us, no longer 
applies to our changed conditions; but 
it would be better to use it still than to 
use the word taught us by the snobbish 
English 
out of 


tourists who have laughed us 


our 


From time to 


own 


phrase. 


time there is a great clamor about the 


unwillingness of American girls to do 


housework for better wages than they 
can earn in mills and shops. I do not 
right to shrink 


themselves as servants in a 


blame them. They are 
from el issing 
land where every other laborer rejects 
the title Sir, 
or mada: 

reduced to 


with rightful resentment. 
if you were by some disaster 
poverty, and your daughter 
were forced to take a house-maid’s place, 
would you speak of her as a servant? 
— I have seen no notice in our period- 
icals of a little book which is at least en- 
titled to be a sort of literary curiosity, 
until the 


somethin ry 


+} 
autnoress 


shall have given us 
iiming attention on larger 
grounds. I refer toa thin volume hav- 
ing a cover oddly decorated in gilding, 
with a branch of grape, a lyre, a bird, a 
pen, and a vase holding a ruined plant. 
It contains Miss A. 
C. Thompso i, Elizabeth 
Thompson, whose battle painting, The 


some 


poems by 


the sister of 


Roll-Call, so suddenly made her famous 
a few years ago. These poems, pub- 
lished in certainly cannot com- 
mand an a nce, 


1875, 
but there is a sug- 
gested quality in them which may here- 
They 


are more emotional than reflective, and 


after be embodied in riper work. 


show traces of a gracious intimacy with 
several of thi 


poetic forms; yet only now 
and then can you say that they bourgeon 
into poetr The y contain poetic feel- 
a breeze carries with it whiffs of 


perfume from the field flowers; and their 


ing as 


music is not so much like present mel- 
ody as it is like remembered snatches 


of delichtful 


there is a definite stroke of individuality 


sound. 


But occasionally 

which it is pleasant to come upon, as in 

a sonnet called Spring on the Alban 

Hills: 

“With wild Spring meanings hill and plain to- 
gether 

Grow pale or just flush with a dust of dowers. 
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Rome in the ages, dimmed with all her towe Ts, 

Floats in the midst, a little cloud at tether.” 
The piece called A Letter from a Girl to 
her own Old Age is better in the novel- 
ty of its suggestion than anything else. 
And this Song of the Night at Daybreak 
is good as well as new: — 

** All my stars forsake me, 

And the dawn-winds shake me. 
Where shall I betake me? 


* Whither shall I run 
Till t 
Till the day 


be done? 


* To the mountain-mine, 
To the boughs o’ the pine, 
To the blind man’s eyne. 


To a brow that is 


Bowed upon the knees, 


Sick with memories.”’ 

sut it is in the longest and concluding 
effort, A Study in blank verse, that 1 
find a hint of dramatic ability which is 
far beyond anything else among these 
eighty odd pi This is the story, 
given’in three monologues, of a woman 
who had sinned and repented. Her 
child, a boy, has been taken from her 
by a friend, for his own good; after 
five years she is summoned by the friend 
and told that the son has discovered her 
shame and wishes to go away from the 
land forever: the option of an interview 
is left with her. She decides to see him 
once, unseen herself; and then she re- 
turns to her old voiceless and sunken ob- 
scurity of repentant solitude. The per- 
sonality of the woman is wonderfully 
given; it is impossible for me to convey 
the pathos of the whole thing; but the 
writer’s concluding description of how 
the weary, patient creature fared back to 
her loneliness has a beauty that is sepa- 
rable from the rest. She saw 
“ Her lonely upward way climb to the verge 

And ending of the day-time ; and she knew 

The downward way in presence of the night. 

She heard the fitful sheep-bells in the glen 

Move like a child's thoughts. There she felt the 

earth 
Lonely in space. And ajl things suddenly 
Shook with her tears. She went with shadowless 
feet 

Moving along the shadow of the world.”’ 
I warn everybody that this is the best 
passage in the book, and that there is 
not a little foolish pre-Raphaelism in it, 
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as, for example, where this same poor 


woman 
“ 


smiled, as she could, 

A difficult smile that hurt half of her mouth 
The poetess may have meant to mitigate 
the suffering by confining it to only ha// 
of the mouth; but her doing so arouses 
tiresome speculations as to just which 
half it was that was hurt, and how the 
other section was located or employed at 
the time. 

— Since the Contributors’ Club offers 
a welcome to plain -speaking, I beg to 
against 
Goethe 


all received impressions, a 


enter a strenuous protest some 


recent attempts to make out, 
contrary to 
‘¢vood man,’’ and as a fair specimen of 
them I will quote trom Mr. Bayard Tay- 
Atlantie: * No author 


persistently misjudged 


lor in the January 
has ever been 80 
in regard to his relations with women as 


Goethe. The 
the creater part ot his life he 


world forgets that during 


was the ob- 


ject of the intensest literary je lousy and 


hostility, and that the most of the stories 
u therein. 
Weimar by 

Vulpius — 


his life which has never 


now current rad their origin 


in seilel anaes 


his arriage ristiane 


ned in 


another i 
yet been correctly related —is an addi- 


The im- 


pressi n thus pro luced combined with a 


tional source of misconception. 


false appre hension of Goethe’s true char- 
acter as 


the m« 


life contains exac 


a man has kept alive to this day 
Schiller’s 


} 


st unfounded slanders. 


ly the same number of 


} 


love-} +s, but they ceased to be re- 


membered against him after he had mar- 
ried a refined and nol 


Goethe o 
ment of the circle in 


less by his 


final marriage with the plebeian Chris- 


le-natured patri- 
tended the 
which he 


non - marriage th 


cian lady. senti- 
moved 


an by his 


tiane. Old prejudices and slanders 
, 


a tremendous local 


have vitality 


There is ¢ t speciousness about this 


Mr. 


lor’s, but it is in reality 
extremely flimsy. In 


the first pl ce if 


plea ot 


‘¢the world forgets that Goethe was the 
t lite rary jealo sy hing 
Mr. Taylor forgets that 


the obj ct of 


he was equally 
the wildest literary wor- 
and adored 


ship, —a man so admired 


that, if his character could have been res- 


Contributors’ 


Club. [ October, 
cued, hundreds of devotees and defend- 
ers would have been only too glad to do 
it In the second place, as regards the 
‘*false apprehension of Goethe’s true 
character as a man,’’ I will repeat, as 
Mrs. 
Kemble said of Lord Byron in the same 
Atlantic: ‘] to read his 


life, because, in spite of all Moore’s as- 


exactly applicable to him, what 


do not care 


sertions, I maintain that with Byron’s 
own works in one’s hand his character 
cannot possibly be a riddle to anybody; ”’ 
and again, ‘‘ I cannot at all agree with 
Mr. Moore that upon the showing of his 
own works Byron was a ‘good man.’ 
If he was, no one has done him such in- 


justice as himself.’? From this, I think 


Mrs. Kemble might agree with a pet 


to the effect that a man 
his 


*s hand, 


theory of mine, 


cannot falsify himself in writing. 


With a 


out in 


what one is 
wheth- 


aware of it or no; and with 


pen in one 


comes black and white, 
er one is 
Goethe’s books in evidence, his princi- 
ples in regard to women are only too pal- 
pable. 

As for the 
cle at Weim: 


Christiane Vulpius having anything to 


sentiment of the « ourt cir- 
upon his marriage with 


do with the sentiment of the world about 


it, I do not believe it. Honorable mar- 


riage has been the foundation of every 
self-respecting race known to history; 
and the 


a} 
al 


universal, instinctive feeling 


out Gocthe’s position toward and his 
relations with women, during all the re- 
sponsible part of his life, is that these 
were the deepest injury to the individuals 
an affront to the 


themselves, whole sex, 


and an insult to that married state which 
the Jews for three thousand years, and 
Christians for eighteen centuries, have 
believed to have been direct instituted 
by the Creator, as the best possible con- 
dition for the welfare and happiness of 
human beings. Goethe’s offense was not 
in raising a girl of inferior position to 
his own level as his wife, but in first dis- 
gracing her for years, and marrying her 
at last from motives among which repa- 
ration to her and to the married state 
seem to have been the least; in short, 
only on the cynical French principle 
scarcely breathed in this country before 
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our generation, that ‘* Womanhood has 
that 
bound to respect,’’ can 


no unwritten richts manhood is 
‘¢ Goethe as a 
man ”’ find any defense whatever. From 
all time the great poets had joined with 
religion in upholding constancy as the one 
The heart of 
humanity had echoed the sentiment, and, 


though realizing them but imperfectly, 


essential virtue of love. 


it had maintained in song and story the 


ideals of purity, fidelity, and self-sacri- 
It was reserved 
for Goethe to preach both by his life and 


The 


impulse of the passing moment is the law 


fice as above all others. 


writings the vanity of these ideals. 


was with him- 


of most of his heroes, as it 
self, ar 


which he 
id 


ancy was a conception of 
was so incapable that there is 
no evidence of shame on the part of his 
characters when they fall away from it. 
Such a speech as — 
Setter thou and I e lying hidden from the 
heart's disgrace 
Rolled in one 


embrace ° 


arms and silent in a last 


would have been jargon to Goethe, and 
this UNCONSCIOUSNESS 
| 


mand of noble 


of the absolute de- 


love is one of the most sin- 
gular lacune that so vast and cifted a 
nature ever exhibited, — paralleled only 
by Lord Bacon’s passionless dishonesty 
The legiti- 
mate product of Goethe’s example and 


teaching is behek 


and treachery in friendship. 


1 by contemporary Ger- 
many in that intoxicating but abandoned 
ynoclast, and moral mon- 
ster, Richard Wagner. 

‘*¢ Delicacy is the poet’s El Dorado,’’ 
said Edgar Poe, Goethe 


Indeed, Germans as a 


genius, art-ic 


and had no 


delicacy. the 
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495 


nation are destitute of it. 


page of Goethe’s great romance beams 


From every 
the mild effulgence of a genius, splendid, 
yet the most soft, the most winning, the 
least agcressive and self-assertive that 
One 


most 


perhaps the world has ever seen. 
does not know at which to be 
amazed — at the marvelous intuition and 
observation, the universality of sympa- 
thy, the almost inspiration of the reflec- 
tions, the matchless style, and the gold- 
en poetic haze which inwraps the whole; 
or at the gentle indifference to all the 
ancient standards of decency, duty, hon- 
or, and truth, at the simple ignoring of 
the immemorial laws of love an l wed- 
lock, at the fatal principle that good and 
evil are alike admissible as educational 
influences. 

With all his cosmical nature, Goethe 
never developed a real hero, and this 
permits no other explanation than the 
melancholy one that, though in the high- 


he did 


possess the genius of manhood. 


est sense cenius, not 


Nay, 
the 


aman ot 
he did not even conceive of it, for 
essence of manhood is not to be * pas- 
sion’s slave,” but to realize manhood’s re- 
sponsibilities and inflexibly fulfill them. 
There are such men, and they are the 
knife-edges of tempered steel on which 
vibrates the fitful pendulum of human 
destiny, brought back by them from all 
its aberrations to conscience and to God. 
Bad as the real 
Goethe’s world 


world is, if it were like 
in Wilhelm Meister, it 
would be a weltering mass upon which 
the fires of Sodom could not descend too 
quickly. 
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Tuose familiar with the preceding vol- 
umes of Mr. Parkman’s series of historical 


narratives, which he calls 


gland in North America, wil 


i 
France and En- 
] ewed 
pleasure in reading his | ontribution 
to this history ; and tortun y for the 
read 


r who first ay yaches his work in this 


Frontenac and New France 


Louis XIV. it 


le in t 7 te ¢ } } 
avi the I } r events treated to be en- 


volume, ¢ 


ount 


unde! is sufficiently detach- 


joyed by itself. The « nspicuous interest 


installment general 


of th present 
I 


narrative is characteris ole: it 
sets in their true relation t : 


which regarded from one sid 
evitably seen out of proporti It has been 
Mr. Parkman’s design, which he has accom- 
, 


plished with a brilliz vi at as its diffi- 


culty 


behold them from both poi 


» present thes 


hat we shall 
ts of view, and 
so that they shall assume ir real value in 
the history of the gra: 
the + ~~ 


ment on 


tween 
gcovern- 
this continent 


the massacres, the 


don 


t is thus 


re of Schenectady is only a cruel and 


ess butchery in itself ithout purpose 


out result; but as an incident of 


l o recover their lost as- 
l trike a 
nd polit- 


ce and histori 
from Canada, with 
upon the bord 
gland, which are 


dth 


unte 


hundrs time, but recounted with fresh 


impressiveness by a writer who never so- 
licits the picturesque, and who never fails 
to be This volume of Mr. 


Parkman’s is indeed a signal 


graphic new 


illustration 

1 Count Frontenac and New Fi 
XIV. By Francis PARKMAN 
Brown, & Co. 1877. 


Louis 
Little, 


ance under 
Boston : 


[ October, 


LITERATURE. 


of his fitness for the task he has assumed. 
With a poetic sense upon which nothing 
lost, with humor which 


fine or noble is 


seizes every amusing racter, he 
ir-mindedness and instinct 


The 


whole ta ed intrigue of political and re- 


unites judicial 
ive right-mindedness in rare degree. 


ligious ambition in the rivalry of the French 


and |] lds itself in his hands. It 


is not upon a ue phase of history that 


he dwells, to » distortion of the rest; he 


makes all its features striking and interest- 


He is, to be 


ject is in him, 


sure, as fortunate in his 
and he has 
it without which no 
f the present volume is not, 
g¢ as that of The 


h preceded it 


entertainin 
Old Récime i sanada, 


and which painted with sucl 


whi , 
1 Vividness the 
life of the capital of Canada under Louis 
XIV.; vet the same wonderful contrasts are 
same rious juxtaposition of 

Versailles and 
P +} f 


iorest 5 


ites and 


ind comfort- 
y, by the En- 
xistence of New 


ance 


e complete 
triump! he French 
arms under the vigor ion of Count 
Frontenac i courage 
and spirit, a a ruler i the high- 
est qualit if pin i ‘ ‘ re ene- 


the 


ry, colo- 


mv, { wielding ( he best effect 


sent to this 

mission 

because intendant 
hat neither 


and the clergy, but it a na t 
; him had 


of the 
the skill or the 


that menaced the colony 


who succet 
address to meet the dangers 
the English mer- 
ing the French from the 


chants were driv 
fur trade, the 


Iroquois were banding 
d drawing from them even 
their Huron allies y that 


; it was necessary 
the turbulent, willful, powerful old count 
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should come back. The measures which he 
used on his return were of just that mixt- 
ure of force and flattery which the French 
knew so much better than the English how 
toemploy with the savages. Frontenac first 
weakened their attachment 
friends by striking 


blows 


to their white 
terrible 
at the settlements in New York and 
New England; then came the defeat of Sir 


his swift and 


William Phips’s expedition against Quebec, 
and the rey 
Canada, tl 


yulse of the Mohawk forays into 
e war in Acadia, and finally 
Frontenac’s triumphant attack on the Onon- 
dagas. His own death followed soon upon 
his success, but, as the historian tells us, his 
chief objects were g 


“or 


ained :— 
‘he power 
broken that 
formidable to the 


of the Iroquois was so far 


+] , 
they 


were never again very 
French. had 
confirmed her Indian alliances, and rebutted 
the English « 


five tribes, with 


Canada 


im to sovereignty over the 


ill the consequences that 


upon it the treaty of Ryswick 


the great 


hung 
questions at issue in America were 
left to the arbitr 


meanwhile, as 


and 
icy of 


iment of future wars ; 
the pol \ 

Detroit 
l by the French, and passes of 


ime went on 
Frontenac develope d and rip ned. 
was occupied by 
the West were guarded by forts. Another 
mouth of the 


Mississippi, and lines of military communi- 


New France grew up at the 


cation joined the Gulf 
Gulf of Lawrence ; ile the 
of Er land lay 


of Mexico with the 
colonie 8 
passive between the Alle- 
ghanies and the sea, till roused by a trumpet 
that sound wavering notes on many 
a bloody field t at last 
from the 

The g 
ters relating to the disastrous expediti 
Sir William ps has already be 
lished ir he tlantic, and 
know with what skill that 
knight aracterized, 


in triumph 
ehts of Abraham.” 
eresting ch ip- 
nh of 
“nn pub- 
our readers 
redoubtable 
and with what 
luckless 
were pai is Mr 


fortune to ¢ 


enter- 


prise 


Parkman’s 


il with milit 


ry op rations on 
a scale extr , ll as compared with 
the imp yrtar ind significance of the re- 


sults, and it is one 


of the most notable traits 
of his work that he never exaggerates these 
his reader to un- 
Doubt- 
series (Montcalm and 


feats of arms, nor suffers 
derrate the po itical consequences. 
less the next of th 
the Fall of 
present 


France) will exceed the 
volume in brilliancy; but quali- 
ties of sober clearness will commend this to 
every reader who wishes to understand an 
epoch of singular interest. It is not wholly 
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wanting in material of the sort that gave 
its charm to The Old Régime in Canada, 
than it 
facts of war; there is one chapter describ- 
ing the life at the Chateau St. Louis which, 


any more is destitute of stirring 


perhaps, is more curiously suggestive than 
any one of the volume just named. In a 
lull of battle and intrigue, the accomplished 
young nobles who surrounded Frontenac 
would fain have relieved the ennui of their 
inaction with something of the gayety of 
Versailles, and to the horror of the Jesuits 
they played several comedies, in which some 
ladies of Quebec took part. 

“The success was prodigious, and so was 
the storm that followed. Half a century be- 
fore, the Jesuits had grieved over the first 
ball in Private theatricals 


Canada. were 


still more baneful. ‘ The clergy continues 
La Motte, ‘ beat their alarm drums, armed 
cap -a- pie, and snatched their bows and 
The Sieur Glandelet 
and preached two sermons, in which 
he tried to prove that 
a play without mortal sin. The bishop is 
read from the 
pulpits, in which he speaks of certain impi- 


arrows. was first to 
be gin, 


10obody could go to 
sued a mandate, and had it 


ous, impure, and noxious comedies, insinu- 
ating that those which had been acted were 
such. infatuated 


ple, seduced by the sermons and the 


The credulous and peo- 
man- 
date, began already to regard the count as 
a corrupter of morals and a destroyer of re- 
ligion. The numerous party of the pre- 
tended devotees mustered in the streets and 
public places, and presently made their way 
into the houses to confirm the weak-mind- 
ed in their illusion, and tried to make the 
stronger share it; but, as they failed in this 
almost completely, they resolved at 
conquer or die, and proceeded to use a 
strange device, which was to publish a man- 
date in the church, whereby the Sieur de 
Mareuil, a half-pay lieutenant, was inter- 
dicted the use of the sacraments.’ 

“This story needs explanation. Not only 
had the amateur 


actors at the chateau 


played two pieces inoffensive in themselves, 
but a report had been spread that they 
meant next to perform the famous Tartuffe 
of Moliére, a satire which, while purporting 
to be leveled against falsehood, lust, greed, 
and ambition covered with the mask of re- 
ligion, was rightly thought by a portion of 
the clergy to be leveled against themselves. 
The friends of Frontenac say that the re- 
port was a hoax. Be this as it may, the 
bishop believed it. ‘This worthy prelate,’ 
continues the irreverent La Motte, ‘was 
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afraid of Tartuffe, and had got it into his 
head that the count meant to haveit played. 
Monsieur de Saint - Vallier sweated blood 
and water to stop a torrent which existed 
only in his imagination.’ It was now that 
he launched his two mandates, both on the 
same day: one denouncing comedies in gen- 
eral, and Tartuffe in particular; and the 
other smiting Mareuil, who, he says, ‘uses 
language capable of making Heaven blush,’ 
stigmatizes as 
Protestant.’ It Ma- 
reuil who, as reported, was to play the part 
of Tartuffe ; the 
brunt of episcopal indignation fell. He was 
‘IT mean,’ 
‘to show you the truth in 
The fact is, that, about 
the Sieur de Mareuil 


Canada 


and whom he elsewhere 


worse than a was 


and on him, therefore, 


not a wholly exemplary person. 
Motte, 


all its nakedness. 


says La 


two years ago, when 


first came to and was carousing 


with his friends he sang some indecent song 


or other. The count was told of it, and 


gave him a severe reprimand. This is the 


charge against him. After a two years’ 


silence the pastoral zeal has wakened be- 
cause a play is to be acted which the clergy 
mean to stop at any cost.’ 

“The bishop found another way of stop- 
He met 


tendant, ‘near the Jesuit chapel, accosted 


ping it. Frontenac, with the in- 
him on the subject which filled his thoughts, 
and offered 


would 


him a hundred pistoles if he 
Tartuffe. 


laughed, and closed the bargain. 


prevent the playing of 
Frontenac 
Saint- Vallier wrote his note on the spot, 
and the governor took it apparently well 
pleased to have made the bishop disburse. 
‘I thought,’ the * that 
Monsieur de Frontenac would have given 
back the paper.’ He did 


id no 
thing, but drew the money on the next day, 


writes intendant, 


him such 
and gave it to the hospitals. 

“ Mareuil, deprived of the sacraments and 
the 
bishop, who refused to receive him, and it 
is said that he was taken by the shoulders 


held up to reprobation, went to see 


and put out-of-doors. He now resolved to 
bring his case before the council; but the 
bishop was informed of his purpose, and an- 
ticipated it. 

“ The battle was now fairly joined. Fron- 
The in- 
Au- 
teuil, the attorney-general, and Villeray, 
the first councillor, owed the governor an 


tenac stood alone for the accused. 
tendant tacitly favored his opponents 


old grudge; and they and their colleagues 
sided with the bishop, with the outside sup- 
port of all the clergy, except the Récollets, 
who, as usual, ranged themselves with their 
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patron. At first, Frontenac showed great 
moderation, but grew vehement, and then 
violent, as the dispute proceeded; as did 
also the attorney - general, who seems to 
have done his best to exasperate him. Fron- 
Mareuil 


tenac affirmed that, in depriving 
and others of the sacraments, with no proof 


g 
of guilt and no previous warning, and on 
allegations, which, even if true, could not 
justify the act, the bishop exceeded his 
powers, and trenched on those of the king. 
The point was delicate. The attorney-gen- 
eral avoided the issue, tried to raise others, 


] 
and revived the old quarrel about Fronte- 


nac’s place in the council, which had been 
settled fourteen years before. Other ques- 
tions were brought up and angrily debated. 
The governor demanded that the debates, 
along with the introduced 
them, should be entered on the record, that 


papers which 
the king might be informed of everything ; 
but the 
of the council chamber spread into the 


demand was refused. The discords 


town. Quebec was divided against itself. 
Mareuil insulted the bishop; and some of 
his scapegrace sympathizers broke the prel- 
night, and smashed his 


Mareuil was at last ordered 


ate’s windows at 
chamber door 
to prison, and the whole affair was referred 
to the king.” 

Something of Frontenac’s character ap- 
pears in this story, but for a complete study 
of the man the reader must go to the work 
itself. He was distinctly and simply a man 
of his time ; he had no ideas at war with that 
of entire obedience to the king ; he was never 
but 
king’s interest, and he only quarreled with . 


insubordinate in what be believed the 
the priests because he imagined an affront 
to the royal authority in their opposition to 
his will 
lute’ 


with a bad temper he seems to have had a 


He was “bloody, bold, and reso- 
at need, but he was not cruel; and 


good heart, as hearts went in that day. 
The first chapter of the history, a sketch 
delicious in color and design, relates to his 
early career, his marriage, and his life at 
court, before his first mission to Canada, 
which we are certain no one will read with- 
out wishing to read all that Mr. Parkman 
has written. 

—JIn the third series of his Short Stud- 
ies ! Mr. Froude deals with topics as diverse 
outwardly as Annals of an English Abbey, 
Divus Cesar, and Leaves from a South Af- 
rican Journal, but the currents of thought 


1 Short Studies on Great Subjects. By James 


Third Series. New York: Scrib- 


1877. 


ANTHONY FROUDE. 
ner, Armstrong, & Co. 
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which run through the volume are after all 
not many nor various. Two subjects are 
uppermost in his mind, reasonable religion 
and practical government; and whether he 
treats of changes in English history, theol- 
ogy in Euripides, colonial government in 
South Africa, or transitions in ancient Ro- 
man life and belief, he shows that his mind 
is always returning upon actual problems 
in the destiny of England. It is not sur- 
prising that the author of Nemesis of Faith 
and of a History of England should thus be- 
tray his habitual interests, and the reader, 
whether sympathetic or not, will understand 
that he is never to sail out of sight of 
solid land. The papers have nearly all of 
them appeared as contributions to English 
or American periodicals, and partake of the 
They 


certainly not the 


fugitive character of similar studies. 
have hardly the cogency 
brilliancy, of Mr. Froude’s more ambitious 
writings, but they are readable and they aid 
The pape Tt of 
most general interest is that on the Revival 
of Romanism, in which, by a series of short 


in the formation of opinion. 


essays, he undertakes to give the philosophy 
rightly 


not so much a piece of e clesiasti 


of a movement which he regards 
al evolu- 
tion as an exponent of modern civilization. 
Therefore, he is led to touch upon certain 
fundamental relations of reli 

which are frequently missed 


ion to politics 


by writers who 
will see in the movement nothing more than 


The change in the 
Anglican church has been going on for for- 
ty years now, and it is right to ask what 
changes in political and practical life have 


a fashion of society. 


He sees in the 
release of Rome from its petty secular au- 


been contemporary with it. 


thority an immense increase of the spirit- 
ual organism, and though he does not apply 
the conclusion, it is not unfair to infer that 
the vehement endeavor of the extreme sacer- 
dotal party in England to set up for itself, 
independent of Parliament, springs from a 
sense that the authority which makes so im- 
portant a part of its creed has been exer- 
cised to its utmost limit and can be extend- 
ed only by the freedom of the church from 
its subjection to the state. We have been 
accustomed to please ourselves in America 
with the success of the voluntary system in 
religious affairs, and are beginning to un- 
derstand that Rome has been availing her- 
self of the same liberty with this moment- 
ary advantage, that she can oppose a com- 
pact organization against a number of loose 
organizations which will be slow to combine 
against acommon enemy. The disestablish- 
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ment of the English church would surely 
disintegrate the extreme sacerdotal party, 
since the cohesion which the church now en- 
joys through the establishment would be 
gone, and to a faction there would be no 
such potent centrality granted as belongs to 
the church of Rome. Those members who 
had rid themselves of Parliament in order 
to possess an ecclesiastical autonomy would 
discover that the charm of authority could 
be had only by yielding to the other visible 
depositary, the Pope of Rome, while the 
practice of unsupported power would dis- 
close to the wiser and cooler ones that the 
authority they thought so necessary was but 
a shadow, the real substance being the power 
which belongs to every true church of con- 
verting the world to righteousness. 

Mr. Froude finds in Germany the bulwark 
of Protestantism. “ German religion may 
be summed up in the word which is at once 
the foundation and the superstructure of all 
religion, Duty! No people anywhere or at 
any time have understood better the mean- 
ing of duty; and to say that is to say all. 
Duty means justice, fidelity, manliness, loy- 
alty, patriotism; truth inthe heart and truth 
in the The faith which Luther 
himself would have described as the faith 
that saved is faith that, beyond all things 
and always, truth is the most precious of 


tongue. 


possessions, and truthfulness the most pre- 
cious of qualities; that where truth calls, 
whatever the consequence, a brave man is 
bound to the fluctuation of 
German theological speculation he sees the 


follow.” In 


activity of a mind heroically bent on discov- 
ering truth, and regardless of mere formu- 
las; and in the war with France and the 
treatment of the Jesuits an instinctive de- 
fense of Protestantism and religious freedom. 
But after all we suspect that such general- 
izations are a little hasty, and that the 
arrogant mastery of the German states by 
Prussia is not necessarily the precursor of 
an unselfish nationality. The thoroughness, 
meanwhile, of Prussian discipline, political, 
economical, educational, and domestic, may 
well carry away an Englishman like Mr. 
Froude, who has sat at the feet of Carlyle, 
and has learned to despise half measures. 
The questions of politics which occupy 
him in this volume turn mainly upon par- 
ty government and colonial administration. 
His analysis of English party government is 
keen, and the result which he reaches of its 
extreme artificiality will probably be more 
easily accepted in America than in England, 
since the grosser side is here more palpable. 
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“ Able statesmen,” he says, “ can usually see 
further than the multitude. They are ex- 
ceptionally intelligent. They have fuller 
information ; they are especially trained for 
their work. And yet we expect them to be 
like the officers of an army, forbidden to 
have opinions in detail on the condition of 
They 


are employed by half the nation to beat the 


the war in which they are engaged. 


other half,and are to know no other obliga- 
tion.” 
for the cure of government evils in England. 


He does not offer many suggestions 


He sees a demo racy growing, — faster also 


in America, — which is to pulverize modern 
society, and the obstruction to it he finds only 


in the presence 


of a conservative party and 


stitutions. He uses this word, 


conservative it 


not as a party sign, but as a radical force. 


“In a healthy community the normal spirit 
will be the spirit of conservatism, the spirit of 


order, the spirit of submission to established 


rule and custom; ” and he makes the signifi- 


cant and searching remark, “‘ The English 


aristocracy might recover their ascendency 


to-morrow were they » Spartan in 


their private habits.’ will 


pee! 


fall, and the system of nheritance 


will fall ; itself , and 


prope rty 


else which has given England ¢ ce and 


inheritors of great names 


stability, if the 


and the owners of enormous wealt! 


that these | 


ed them that they m 


uth suppose 
igh | rivileges have been award 
ave palaces in town 
and country, and lounge out their existence 
abun- 

Mr. 


sound, for 


the 


among pleasures i rom their 
dance have lost their power to please 
Fronde’s political principles are 


they rest on the impregnable basis of 


sm of the nation, and he sees 


for 


moral orgal 


no other law of liberty for nations as 


men than that service which is perfect free- 


dom. While this volume is mainly for read- 


ers directly interested in English life and 


politics, the American student will find 


many suggestions pertinent to our own 


problems, and all the more instructive that 
they 
somewhat 


spring from conditions which 


from our own. 


vary 
There are few 
helps to self-examination more valuable 
than the serious stndy or other people, like 
and unlike ourselves. 


Mr. Lodg 


George Cabot! we 


—In e’s Life and Letters of 
have a fresh study in 
that portion of our history which seems 
likely, for some time to come, to offer the 
strongest attraction tostudents. New read- 
ings of the Revolutionary drama can scarce- 

1 Life and Letters of George Cabot. By Henry 
Pasot Lopez. Boston: Little, Brown, & Co. 1877. 
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ly be looked for except in the form of ro- 
mance; there is not yet perspective enough 
for the best of the war for the 
Union, and the moral and political struggle 


treatment 
from which it resulted; personal reminis- 
cences of that period will precede historic 
analyses, but the inquiry into the historic 
structure of the government, and into the 
growth of parties, is now singularly perti- 
nent and acceptable. Our interest is quick- 
ened and not obscured by the personality 
of the actors in the scenes; the human feel- 
ing is strengthened by the glimpses we catch 
of them through what we have heard from 
the men just before us, while we are able 
to free ourselves from the prejudices which 
the last 


as our more 


generation necessarNy had, just 
recent heroes and villains will 
be more picturesque to our grandchildren 
than they possibly can be to ourselves. Not 
only may we look for new groupings of com- 
Morse’s Life of Alex- 
it is fair to count upon 


mon material, as 
ander Hamilton, but 


disclosures through family papers and the 
The book 


nt illustration of both 
Mr. Lodge 


if historical societies. 
is an excell 


these kinds contribution. 


has published some exceedingly interesting 


letters, and he has used his material ina 


way to throw new light upon old facts, and 
even 


, in one case at least, to clear obscuri- 


ties previously 


Mr. Cabot 


leaders of the federalist party in 


existing. 

has been known to students as 
one of the 
Massachusetts, consulted especially on ques- 
tions of 


commerce, respected by Hamilton, 


Pickering, Wok ott, appointed first secretary 
of the navy, and finally selected as the 
president of the Hartford convention. His 
personal character, however, had largely 
to be inferred from the esteem in which he 
was held by his contemporaries, for he took 
almost no public part in affairs after his 
United States 
1791 to 175 


now rescued 


retirement from the senate, 


His 


m from 


where he served from 


great-grandson has 
the shadowy place which he seemed wholly 
lli has added 


a strong character to the group of historic 


willing to make for himself, and 
Americans who make our past worth study- 
Mr. Cabot 


somewhat cynically adorned himself, and 


ing. 


The indolence with which 


} 


the half-noble, half-dismal despair with 


which he regarded the rise of democratic 
principles, account in the main for the ob- 
scurity in which he has rested; but the let- 
ters which Mr. Lodge has laboriously gath- 
ered from many sources not only justify 
the esteem in which Mr. Cabot was held by 
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more conspicuous men, but are luminous 
expositions of the interior politics of the 
day, and lead one to look back with almost 
passionate regret upon a school of politics 
which was continental in its scope, and 
strangely weak through its excess of indi- 
vidual strength. 

We do not get avery full view of Mr. 
Cabot himself; the material at command 
does not permit of this, and inasmuch as he 
was rather counselor than actor, there is 
that side, 
The glimpses which we do get are just 
enough to put color and warmth into the 
reading of 


not room for much regret on 


his letters. Some of these have 
been published before, though not always 
unabridged ; the larger part appear for the 
first time, drawn mainly from the Pickering 
papers in possession of the Massachusetts 
Historical Society. It seems singular that 
this collection should apparently have been 
resorted to so slightly in the preparation of 
Colonel Pickering’s Life, and our surprise 
that Mr. 
Lodge has shown Pickering’s character and 
aims in a light scarcely hinted at in the 
formal life of the violent federalist. The 
views which he held regarding the disso- 
lution of the Union, while shown to issue, 


is increased when we discover 


with a little too high-handed logic, in a 
more perfect subsequent union, are plainly 
disclosed in his letters, and the federal par- 
whole is vindicated from the an- 


gry charge of being a disunion party by a 


ty as a 


process which shuts up all such schemes in 
Pickering’ a touch 
of humor, not at all perceptible to the im- 


s busy brain. There is 
mediate persons concerned, in the activity 
with this extremist ideas 
afloat, and the quiet with which Mr. Cabot 
pockets them for posterity. 

The time included in the letters is from 
1788 to 1815, and the interest, of course, 
centres mainly about the shaping of the 
the federalists, the rise of 
the Jeffersonian dynasty, and the final dis- 
appearance of the federalist party in the 
smoke of the Hartford convention. Mr. 
Lodge’s method is to supply in each chap- 


which sets his 


government by 


ter a historical commentary, introducing 
the letters belonging to that period, and in 
giving the letters to use freely those also 
In one in- 
stance only has he departed materially from 
this plan: there are not many letters illus- 
trating the action of the Hartford conven- 
tion, and he has accordingly devoted two 
chapters of his own to a summary of the 


of Mr. Cabot’s correspondents. 


events and policies which occasioned the 
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convention. But it will readily be under- 
stood how many interesting events come 
under discussion both in the letters and in 
the comment. The full meaning of the 
Essex Junto is set forth and illustrated by 
an interesting document now first drawn 
from the Pickering papers ; the controversy 
respecting the ratification of the Jay treaty 
is reviewed. We note, by the bye, that Mr. 
Lodge has not read his dictionary very 
thoroughly : in a note on page 84 he refers, 
conjecturally, the introductory paper of the 
series, signed Curtius, to King, but the au- 
thor was Noah Webster. The fact is stated 
in the biographical sketch of Webster pre- 
fixed to his large dictionary, and the paper 
is included in the series of twelve headed, 
Vindication of the Treaty of Amity, Com- 
merce, and Navigation with Great Britain, 
republished in Webster’s A Collection of 
Papers on Political, Literary, and Moral 
the 
series were written by Judge Kent, but the 
The 
first of the twelve was commonly attributed 
to Hamilton at the time, much to Mr. Web- 


ster’s gratification. 


Numbers six and seven of 


Subjects. 


same signature of Curtius was used. 


Resuming our summary of points in the 
book, we note a very clear account of the first 
embassy to France, upon which Mr. Cabot’s 
name had been placed by everybody but Mr. 
Adams ; Mr. 
cabinet accompanying the action and the 


the discussions in Adams’s 
force of Hamilton’s policy are shown, and 
the fatality attending the federal party is 
foreshadowed, although the reader’s atten- 
tion is not especially directed toward it. 
The affair of the major-generals is illustrat- 
ed by a long letter from Pickering to Cabot, 
not before printed, we think, and Cabot is 
shown attempting to influence the president, 
an attempt which, skillful and fair as it 
was, no doubt served to deepen the lines 
in those fantastic pictures of his associates 
which Mr. Adams was rapidly substituting 
for the actual portraits. A more impor- 
tantevent is the appointment of Murray 
as minister plenipotentiary to France. Mr 
Adams’s conduct in this affair will probably 
continue to be a vexed question in our his- 
tory. 
to the breaking up of the federal party is 
conceded. Mr. Lodge takes the ground 
that the policy pursued by the president 
was wholly right, but the manner of doing 


That it led, more than any one thing, 


it disastrously wrong. We are not ready 
Mr. Lodge does not 
profess to be writing history, yet he has 


omitted to notice one important point which 


to concede as much. 
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affects the question. The appointment of 
the major-generals was followed by im- 
mense activity on the part of Hamilton, and 
there can be no question that the courageous 
attitude assumed by the United States, and 
the vigorous preparation going on, induced 
Talleyrand to intrigue for the renewal of 
diplomacy. War might have followed, but 
it is equally open to belief that diplomatic 
relations would have been resumed without 
the extraordinary measures taken by the 
president ; attitude 
of the president toward Hamilton, we are 


and, remembering the 


using known facts only when we conjecture 
that jealousy of Hamilton was an ingredi- 
ent of what Mr. Lodge regards as Mr. Ad- 
Nor 


believe that the pern cious 


ams’s courage and lofty patriotism. 
is it unfair to 
influence of France in American politics, 
during the subsequent years of Jefferson’s 
administration, might have been prevented 
by more resistance and less negotiation at 
To our thinking, Mr. Ad- 
ams’s act does nof do credit to his states- 
mansh 


this juncture. 


but only to his political sagacity. 
He broke up the federal party, he strength- 
ened the Gallic influence, merely to gain a 
little earlier what could have been had by 
the country form. That the 
country sided with him is saying nothing 


in a better 


more than that there was no reason on the 
part of the 


no possible organization 


the opposition to withstand 


movement, and 
against it in the surprised federal party ; 
besides, a policy of peace proposed by the 
president himself would inevitably attract to 
itself, at once, not only the opposition, but 
all the timid and doubtful of his own party. 
Certainly, if the results are a test of the 
wisdom of the policy, the bare fact of a re- 
sumption of negotiations and a commercial 
agreement ought not to outweigh the in- 
creased strength of the French interest and 
the destruction of the only party that had 
shown itself capable of forming and carry- 
ing out a national policy. It is not neces- 
sary to share Mr. Cabot’s gloomy view of 
the proceeding, but the pages of this book 
alone bear evidence of the miserable results 
which followed the ascendency of the French 
party, —an ascendency which was never ac- 
quired until Mr. Adams opened the way. 
We have not space to take up in detail 
other topics suggested by the volume. The 
treatment of the subject of the Hartford 
convention gives one an agreeable impres- 
sion of Mr. Lodge’s skill in historical com- 
position. There is a candor and an inde- 
pendence which mark an honorable writer. 
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Indeed, he displays a clearness of insight in 
treating the characters and motives of pub- 
lic men which is a gift, surely, as well as an 
acquisition. A familiarity with the facts 
of history could not alone supply him with 
the power to characterize Adams, Jefferson, 
and Pickering as clearly as he has done. 
He frankly avows that his sympathy is with 
the federalists, but he does not allow this 
sympathy to twist his handling of historic 
facts. We pleased 
with his freedom from the common error 


have been especially 
of reading history as if the actors were 
familiar with later events, and had enjoyed 
the same power of reverting to their own 
times which their posterity have. His dis- 
crimination, thus, of disunion sentiments in 
1804 from similar sentiments in 1860 en- 
ables the reader at once to adjust the focus 
of his historical glasses. 

It is impossible, finally, to read the book 
without fre quent reference to existing prob- 
lems in politics. Mr. Lodge does not often 
call attention to the appositeness of passages 
in the correspondence, but few readers will 
fail to be arrested by the pregnant words in 
Mr. Cabot’s letters, especially upon the sub- 
ject of the civil service and the relation of 
We 


had noted some passages for extract, but 


the senate to political appointments. 


can only refer the reader in general to 
such letters as those on pages 240 and 320. 
Mr. Cabot’s judgment was a generous and 
wise one, and his very separation from 
official life renders his comments on public 
affairs peculiarly valuable to us, as they 
The 
despondent tone which he took is a bet- 
ter medium for us in an examination of fed- 


evidently were to his contemporaries. 


eralism than optimism would have been, 
and the book will help readers to a clearer 
knowledge of American history. 

— The true scope of Mrs. Wister’s book? 
could scarcely be conjectured from the 
name she has bestowed upon it, for there 
were women in 
“ our first century,” — that very indefinite 


many thousand worthy 
period,— and yet we find but six women 
here delineated. Upon examination it ap- 
that the editors planned a work 
which should give sketches of one woman 


pears 


from each of the original thirteen States, 
Hence the 
title, which was intended to usher in a book 
that would have taken place among the 
publications of the centennial year, had it 


who had lived at or after 1776. 


1 Worthy Women of Our First Century. 
by Mrs. 0. J. Wister and Miss 
Philadelphia : J. B. Lippincott & Co 


Edited 
Acnes IRWIN. 


1877. 
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not been delayed in its preparation by many 
difficulties. These are set forth in the pref- 
ace, which also holds out a hope that the 
remaining seven States of the original thir- 
teen may be represented by 
en” 


“ worthy wom- 
We hope so, for 
the undertaking was a good one, and, so 
far as it has been performed, the result is 
good, though not exactly what was expect- 


in a second volume. 


ed, either by the editors or by those who 
The six States 
represented in this volume are Virginia, by 
Mrs. Randolph, the daughter of Jefferson, 
whose biographer is Miss S. N. Randolph; 
New York, by Mrs. Philip Schuyler, of 
whom Miss S. F. Cooper has written ; Mas- 
sachusetts, by Mrs. Samuel Ripley, of whom 
Miss E 
shire, by sketches of several women, from 
the hand of Mrs. A. W. Fiske ; South Car- 
olina, by Mrs. 


had heard of their purpose. 


abeth Hoar writes; New Hamp- 


Rebecca Motte, whose biog- 
rapher is anonymous; while Deborah Lo- 
gan, the wife of Dr. George Logan, repre- 
has Mrs. Wister 
These 


very diverse in their characters and experi- 


sents Pennsylvania, and 
for her biographer. women were 
ences, and even in the times when they lived, 
for Mrs. years 
younger than Washington, while Mrs. Rip- 
ley and Miss Ariana Smith, one of the New 
Hampshire women sketched, were born in 
the last years of Washington’s life, and be- 
long to the period of Webster and Calhoun 
rather than to that of the great Virginians. 
Mrs. Logan lived in both periods, having 
been born in 1761 and dying in 1839, and 
having known both Washington and Jeffer- 
son as young persons know their illustrious 
elders. 


Schuyler was but a few 


Each of the women portrayed in this 
book had a charm of her own which en- 
titled her to a biography, although it is 
not always easy to set this forth so that the 
reader feels it as clearly as do the writers. 
Mrs. Randolph was Jefferson’s eldest daugh- 
ter, and the story of her life is blended with 
his, —a story that will always be interesting. 
Mrs. Ripley and Mrs. Logan, however, are 
the characters which of themselves offer the 
most to a biographer, and to either of them 
a whole volume might have been given. 
Mrs. Logan saw and described in her jour- 
nal many of the persons and events that 
gave importance to our Revolution and 
the period immediately following ; and she 
wrote Mrs. Ripley took no share 
and very little interest in public affairs, but 
lived for her family, her friends, and her 
books. She was the most learned and at 


well. 
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the same time the most domestic woman of 
New England in her day; she cultivated 
learning and science all her life-time of sev- 
enty years with the eagerness of a girl 
Her 
letters, from the age of sixteen till the close 
of her life, make the substance of her biog- 
raphy, and Miss Hoar has done little more 
than to edit these letters, and a few of the 
reminiscences of her friends. 


and the discrimination of a scholar. 


They show 
how early and with what a wide-reaching 
mind Mrs. Ripley gained for herself the 
store of learning which 
as foreign to her sex as 
the military service was. Mrs. Barbauld, 
and Miss Carter, and Miss Hannah More 
among Englishwomen had preceded her in 


sixty or seventy 


years ago, was 


some of her acquisitions, and Miss Marti- 
neau soon followed, but none of these stu- 
dious ladies advanced so fast, or so far, or 
with so few aids from others, as did this 
patient and romantic devotee of learning 
in Boston. Her brothers went to college 
while she stayed at home and, surrounded 
by household cares, kept pace with their 
instructors and went far beyond them in 
their prescribed studies. There is a fresh- 
ness and simplicity, as well as a profound 
and searching criticism of literature and 
philosophy, in her letters, which makes them 
unique among the somewhat scanty literary 
correspondence of Americans. As enthu- 
siastic, and often as solitary as Eugénie de 
Guérin, she traversed fields of thought and 
regions of sentiment which were unknown 
to the French recluse. Mrs. Ripley at the 
had read Virgil and the 
Odyssey of Homer, and was eager to read 


age of sixteen 
the Iliad; soon after she was as familiar 
with Homer and Theocritus, with Horace 
and Juvenal, as school-girls of the present 
day are with Tennyson and Longfellow. 
In 1814, when she was twenty-one and Mr. 
R. W. Emerson uncle after- 
wards married) was a boy of eleven, she 


(whose she 
wrote him requesting a “ versification of the 
fifth 
in smooth rhymes, and then she goes on: 
“Why can’t you write mea letter in Latin ? 
But Greek is your favorite language ; epis- 
tola in lingua Greca would be still better. 


sucolic” of Virgil, which he sent her 


All the honor will be on my part, to corre- 
spond with a young gentleman in Greek.” 
About the same date she writes to Miss 
Mary Emerson a letter that gives some hint 
of her incessant occupations, which yet did 
not interrupt her studies, nor prevent her 
from corresponding in Greek and Latin. 
“You will have me write,” she 


says, 
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“ What? the 


ing, sweeping, teaching ? 


interesting detail of mend- 
What 


ment can you reasonably require at the 


amuse- 


hand of a being secluded in a back cham- 
ber, with a basket of stockings on one side, 
and an old musty heathen on the other? 
Musty! reiterates father Homer, frowning 
through his gilt cover. George stands wait- 
ing with his Homer; Betsy teasing to know 
how the meat is to be dissected ; the wind 
blowing books and papers in every direc- 
tion.” In an earlier letter, after analyzing 
for her correspondent the Linnzan system 
and Botanic 


Garden, she 


and I 


so good-by. 


Darwin’s says, 
gut it is washing-day, must run 
and fold my clothes: > =e 
clothes are not quite dry, so here I come 
again. I study or read morning and even- 


ing, when not prevented by company.” 
After her marriage, her house at Waltham 
became filled with children, eight of them 
her own, and the rest pupils of her husband 
I Miss Hoar 


whom she also taught. 
“ Her scholars and children have pleasant 


says, 


pictures of her, sitting in summer under 
the shade of trees near the house, the boys 
with their books about her, reciting in the 
Her hands were often busy with 
while the Virgil or 
She 


open air. 
some household task, 
Horace was set up open before her. 
seemed to know it by heart, and always set 
them right, asked qu stions, or pointed out 
her favorite passages with enthusiasm, with- 
out interrupting the sewing or the shelling 
of pease; and she was always sweet and 


serene.” Her habits were the same after 
she retired to Concord, in the evening of her 

“Old Manse,” 
from which Hawthorne had just removed, 
leaving it famous. For eight years after 
this, Mrs. Ripley, then nearly sixty years 


days, occupying there the 


old, had no servant, and oceupied herself 
the tasks, her 
leisure was given, as before, to her friends 
and her books. It 


great knowledge and lofty character with 


with all household while 


is this combination of 
simplicity of life and sweetness of spirit 
which makes her biography idyllic, and so 
truly American that one would say no such 
could have lived of New 
England. It may be mentioned that this 
remarkable woman was a descendant of 
William Bradford, the chief man among 
the Plymouth Pilgrims, and of John Alden, 
1 Modern Greece. By Gro. M With 
Map. Soston: J. R. Osgood & Co. 
2 A Brief History of Montenegro 
added a short Account of Bulgaria 
Mackenzie & Baker. By Geo. M. 
Map. Boston: J. R. Osgood & Vo. 


person outside 


TOWLE. 
1877 

To which is 
Compiled from 
TowLe. With 
1877. 
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whose love adventures have been told by 
If the whole under 
notice were as good as the hundred pages 
devoted to Mrs. Ripley, it would be one of 
the books of the 
And indeed, as it stands, it is a worthy con- 


Longfellow. volume 


most memorable year. 
tribution to American literature. 

— In addition to the publications on the 
Eastern Question which we have heretofore 
noticed, Messrs. Osgood & Co. have issued 
two small hand-books on Modern Greece, } 
Monteneg Bulgaria,? both pre- 
pared by Mr. M. Towle. Ancient 
Greece is much better known than modern 
The Athens founded by Theseus 
and ruled by Pericles is altogether nearer 
to Athens 
court. 


and ro and 


Geo. 
Greece 


than the 
holds his 


But while this is so, no people who have 


to us and dearer us 


where Basileus Giorgios 
any conception of what they owe to ancient 
Hellas and the Hellenes can hear of wars or 
rumors of wars in the East, or can dwell on 
the disposition to be made of the “ unspeak- 
able Turk,” without having their feelings 
stirred in friendly sympathy for the de- 
who first brought light 
Modern 


object of interest to many at this 


scendants of those 
into the world Greece is, there- 


fore, 


time, and 


an 
book furnishes 
information concerning the 
of the Greek kingdom. 
contains a clear and concise 
the the 
ment, its constitution, the resources of the 


this little much 
act- 
It 
of 


rovern- 


desirable 
ual standing 
statement 
establishment of present 
country, the traits and customs of the peo- 
ple, and their religious and educational in- 
stitutions. The accompanying map would 
be a very good one if prop rly colored. 
The volume on Montenegro and Bulgaria 
was evidently prepared very hastily. There 
is a great deal of contemporaneous litera- 
ture —English, French, and German —from 
which the author might have drawn the 
materials for an exceedingly interesting and 
But 
a very superficial knowledge ; and so far as 
the present troubles in the East are con- 
cerned the book might have been written 
The map is as unsatisfac- 


valuable sketch. he has written from 


ten years ago. 
tory as the text. 
— The four lectures on the Bible and the 
Koran, delivered last year in the cathedral 
church of Chichester by the prebendary,® 
although they do not throw any new light 
8 Christianity and Islam. The Bible and the Ko- 
By the Rev. W.R. W. Srs- 
New York: 


ran. Four Lectures. 
PHENS, Prebendary of Chichester, ete. 


Scribner, Armstrong, & Co. 1877. 
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on Mahomet’s mission and its results, were 
well worth publishing for the reason that a 
large class of people would not accept such 
a fair and candid statement of the relations 
between Christianity and Mahometanism 
from any less orthodox source. There is 
manifest a sincere purpose of doing justice 
to the teachings of the Koran; and there is 
an honest admission of the inherent defects 
of the races upon whom the teachings have 
been brought to bear, and the humanizing 
influence which they have exerted. The 
view of Mahomet’s character which repre- 
sents him as a kind of malicious fiend, and 
his religion as a diabolical invention, is 
found in these days to be altogether unten- 
able. It is now freely granted that to his 
own people Mahomet was a great benefac- 
tor. “ He was born in a country where po- 
litical organization and rational faith and 
pure morals were unknown. He introduced 
all three. By a single stroke of masterly 
genius he simultaneously reformed the po- 
litical condition, the religious creed, and the 
moral practice of his countrymen; in the 
place of many independent tribes, he left a 
nation; for a superstitious belief in gods 
many and lords many, he established a rea- 
sonable belief in one almighty yet benefi- 
cent being, and taught men to live under an 
abiding sense of this being’s superintend- 
ing care. He vigorously attacked and mod- 
ified or suppressed many gross and revolt- 
ing customs which had prevailed in Arabia 
down to his time. For an abandoned prof- 
ligacy was substituted a carefully regulated 
polygamy, and the practice of destroying 
female infants was effectually abolished.” 
Christianity and Mahometanism are the 
only two really catholic religions. In their 
origin and their progress they are more 
nearly alike than any others. 

Why have the nations or races which em- 
braced Islamism so signally failed in the de- 
velopment of those institutions of civili- 
vation which are coextensive with the es- 
tablishment of Christianity? In the first 
place, the system which Mahomet estab- 
lished, though well calculated to improve 
the moral and material condition of those to 
whom it was first presented, contains de- 
fects which have been found incompatible 
with a high state of civilization. It incor- 
porates three of the worst elements of bar- 
barism, — polygamy, despotism, and slavery. 
It recognizes no bond of brotherhood be- 
tween the believer and the unbeliever. To 
those who do not accept the faith, it pre- 
sents the alternative of tribute or the sword. 
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In the second place, Mahomet’s life after 
the hegira has been fatal as am“ example to 
his followers. Beginning with a sincere 
belief in the divinity of his mission, he yield- 
ed to temptation in the hour of triumph, 
and turned a great religious movement to 
the accomplishment of a selfish ambition. 
Goethe, who believes him at first to have 
been profoundly sincere, says of him that 
“afterward what in his character is earthly 
increases and develops itself; the divine re- 
tires and is obscured; his doctrine becomes 
a means rather than an end. All kinds of 
practices are employed, nor are horrors 
wanting.” 

While Mr. Stephens does substantial jus- 
tice to Mahomet and his work, he fails, we 
think, to present the true grounds upon 
which we can safely claim a superiority in 
the rules for the conduct of life laid down 
in the Bible over those in the Koran. The 
interpretation which he puts upon the Bi- 
ble is the narrow and literal interpretation 
of an English churchman. It is not by 
looking at the Bible from the stand-point of 
the thirty-nine articles, it is not by a com- 
parison of texts, that we shall best suc- 
ceed in demonstrating the superiority of its 
teachings over those of the Koran. Not in 
that way nor in any such way shall we be 
able to bring out the full strength and the 
full beauty of the Christian dispensation. 
It can be done only by discarding the old 
materialistic and miraculous sense for the 
Bible, and taking, as Matthew Arnold says, 
“the Old Testament as Israel’s magnificent 
establishment of the theme, rivhtcousness ts 
salvation! and taking the New as the per- 
fect elucidation by Jesus of what righteous- 
ness is and how salvation is won.” 

— In the new era when museums and art 
galleries are to reconstruct for us the famil- 
iar life of the ancient world, and Greek lit- 
erature is to be an essential part of the train- 
ing of every man of letters, it is fair to ex- 
pect a new application of scholarship to the 
wants of general students. Not learning 
made easy, but made systematic and intelli- 
gible, is the contribution that scholarship is 
to make to culture, and the impetus to study 
will come in part from the sharpness and 
readiness of tools with which the student is 
supplied. There is still a prejudice in favor 
of intricate methods of st udy, and the few 
who survive the exhaustive processes of an 
old-fashioned attack on the classics have a 
certain fullness and breadth of mental equip- 
ment which seem to justify the discipline 


they have undergone. Yet we think it will 
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be found on examination that classical stud- 
ies have guffered nearly as much at the 
hands of tneir friends as at those of their 
enemies. Dr. Keep, in the preface to his 
Homeric Dic- 
tionary,! offers an excellent suggestion as to 


translation of Autenrieth’s 
the method of carrying on a study of Ho- 
mer. 


“Let the beginning,” he says, “ be 
made by grounding the student carefully 
and thoroughly upon the forms and pecul- 
iarities of the Homeric dialect, with the nec- 
essary constant comparison of Homeric and 
Attic forms. 
the larger 
present 


During this stage, the use of 
lexicon in connection with the 
Two 
This 


second step would be to proceed 


volume will be necessary. 
books read in this way would suffice. 
done, thx 
much more rapidly, requiring of the students 
in recitation only an accurate and intelligent 
translation of the text, and such knowledge 
as to the meaning and history of the words 
as this dictionary furnishes.” Within the 
space of less than three hundred and fifty 
pages, duodecimo, the author and translator 
have packed a Homeric dictionary which for 
all ordinary purposes in reading Homer and, 
with the above modification, for studying 
than 
Liddell and Scott as a two-wheeled cab is for 


Homer is as much more serviceable 
threading the streets of a great city, com- 
pared with a lumbering lord-mayor’s coach. 
“The ed- 


itor’s own experience leads him to believe 


As the translator further says: 


that a pupil with this dictionary in his hands 
will easily read two pages of Homer in the 
time which, with the large lexicon, would be 
required for one page.’ 

The compactness of the work, which is the 
first feature to attract attention, is acquired 
by a rigorous exclusion of all superfluous 
comments and explanations, and by the 
omission almost entirely of citations except 
numerically, and of references to authori- 
ties. In this last regard the translator has 
further reduced the bulk of the book by 
omitting references especially to Von Ni- 
gelsbach, Déderlein, and Ameis, upon whose 
labors the work is founded. The compar- 
ison will naturally be made by American 
students with Crusius’s lexicon, the only 
Homeric dictionary which has hitherto been 
printed here, we think. At first sight it ap- 
pears as if Crusius must be more complete, 
but aside from the difference in type, a very 
slight examination will show by what sim- 
ple and legitimate means Autenrieth packs 

14 Homeric Dictionary, for Use in Schools and 
Colleges. From the German of Dr. Gore AUTEN- 
RIETH, rector of the Gymnasium at Zweibriicken. 
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his matter into closer form. Autenrieth, in- 
deed, does not give so many passages where 
a word occurs, and thus supplies less of a 
concordance than Crusius, but he discrimi- 
nates very carefully between varying uses 
of the same word. Crusius, again, takes up 
disputed passages and gives the several in- 
terpretations with authorities and sometimes 
with reasons, while Autenrieth settles the 
dispute and gives the most weighty inter- 
pretation, without reference to others. Cru- 
sius, for instance, gives nearly half a column 
to the explanation of x@(és in the phrase 
xia Te Kal mpwi¢’, Il. 2303, while Auten- 
rieth sums the whole matter sharply thus: 
“ It was (only) yesterday and day before yes- 
terday when the ships of the Achaians were 


gathered in Aulis, = it was recently (verses 
ft day or two 
, only,” he might have said more idio- 
Xopdv . . . $oxnoey again, in Il. 
18,590—592, he does not discuss, but renders 


305-307 are parenthetical).” 
sine 
matically. 
xopéy peremptorily “ dancing-place ;” to the 
casual reader the translation seems balder 
and less imaginative than “choral dance,” 
which implies, as in other parts of the shield, 
a poetic building not strictly limited by the 
material. ‘This conciseness of statement is 
after all more the consequence of orderly ar- 
rangement and of precision in terms than of 
limitation in plan, and when desirable, Au- 
tenrieth does not hesitate to give full and 

The article doe7is is 
an excellent illustration of this, and 4és of 
a complete statement in very brief limits. 


detailed explanation. 


In respect to definitions, there is a thor- 
oughly good choice of words, and for this we 
certainly owe much to Dr. Keep as well as 
to the author. The definitions, especially 
of words used only once, do not always 
agree with accepted explanations as given 
in the large dictionary, but so far as we have 
observed there is a shrewdness and a perspi- 
cacity shown which makes one quite dis- 
posed to follow this author; @ecudy, for in- 
stance, used only in Od. 23,296, is simply 
translated site, and no attention is called to 
it, but Liddell and Scott render the line, 
* They fulfilled all the established rules of 
wedlock, like Latin consuescere cum a iquo.” 
Crusius renders, “ They went to the custom 
of the ancient And Damm, “ Ad 
legem et consuetudinem pristini lecti vene- 


couch.” 


runt.” Autenrieth’s rendering certainly has 
the merit of objective simplicity ; devdiAAwr, 
Il. 9180, he renders “address one’s self in 
Translated, with additions and corrections, by Ros- 


ertP. Keer, Ph.D New York: Harper and Broth- 
ers 1877 
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turn to,” where Crusius would have it “ to 
give the wink,” and Liddell and Scott, “to 
turn the eyes quickly, to give aglance.” The 
ithorities we think favor this last in- 
terpretation, but Autenrieth’s seems more 


older a 


harmonious with the passage. His explana- 
tions of peculiar phrases are oftentimes in- 
genious In one case,— weAaivéewy Epa. éduva- 
wy, Il. 4117, — he takes the secondary mean- 
ing of épua (which, however, he places first in 
his definition, and is disposed to separate al- 
together from €puara, props) for the basis of 
the figure, and renders it a chain or succes- 
sion of sharp pangs, a more satisfactory ex- 
planation 


when the phrase is isolated than 
when made to describe an unsped, winged 
arrow. The 


are excellent, and the practice of giving the 


definitions of technical words 


terms for the different parts of instruments 
or complex objects, together with explana- 
tory diagrams and cuts, renders the diction- 
very valuable. 


ary We have already men- 


tioned demis ; similar articles are (vyév, iuds, 
édapos. There is in the use of 
both 
literalness and from merely fantas- 


In treat- 


KAnis, iotoés 


words for definition a freedom from 
prosai 
tic or far-fetched interpretation. 
ing podedd«rvAos, for instance, he does not 
concern himself with such unnecessary ex- 
planations as of henna-tipped fingers of Asi- 
atic women, and the recurring epithets are 
in general modestly and picturesquely ren- 
dere d. 

In derivations Autenrieth follows Curtius 
in the main, though he ventures on inde- 
pends nt suggestions of his own, and his in- 
dication of derivation by an appeal to the 
eye in the division of words is a good feat- 
ure. The method which 
book, deciding for the read- 
er and rarely intimating a division of opin- 
ion, is undoubtedly the best that could be 
employed in a dictionary intended for our 


succinct he uses 


throughout the 


schools and colleges, but it prevents this edi- 
tion from being a final authority to any one 
who wishes to carry his study into intricate 
questions. Still, for the purpose intended, 
and for the use of general readers who wish 
to get at little 


brush-wood as possible, this dictionary is a 


their Homer through as 
model of thoroughness, accuracy, and con- 
densation 

— Mr. Charles Reade’s last novel! im- 
presses us very much as one of his earlier 
works might, could it have been subjected 
The knowl- 
edge of character, the abundant cleverness, 

14 Woman- Hater. A Novel. By 
Reape. New York: Harper and Brothers. 


to a process of evaporation. 


CHARLES 
1877. 
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the rapid and witty conversation, remain, 
but the real enthusiasm and intelligible aim 
with which the author has told so many 
stories before this seem to have impercept- 
Ina Klosking, a beautiful 
singer, finely simple and true in her char- 


ibly escaped. 


acter, and conscientious about her art, is 
the chief personage of the tale; but though 
Mr. Reade evidently knows very well what 
she is, he has thrown away the opportunity 
thus opened for a fine piece of portraiture. 
His trick of calling her “ La Klosking ” or 
“the Klosking’’—as he also speaks of “ the 
Dover” and “the Gale” —is injurious to 
her dignity ; but a certain air of indiffer- 
ence and haste which broods over the whole 
book completes the marring of the repre- 
sentation. She 


“<c 


has, Mr. Reade tells us, a 
grand soul,” a “ * noble 
grand arm;” phrases 
which the author throws out as mechanic- 


grand voice,” 


shoulders,” and a ‘ 


ally as if he were turning a piano-leg in- 
stead of trying to mold a typical woman. 
Edward Severne, the unworthy and ras- 
cally husband of this woman, who has de- 
serted her and is making love to Miss Viz- 
ard, the sister of an old college friend, is an 
almost unique character in modern fiction. 
He is a handsome and unmitigated though 
shaliow scamp, and the coolness and ex- 
tent of his mendacity make him a little 
surprising ; but his baseness is put before 
us in such a way that it becomes merely 
fatiguing, and it is strange that so good- 
humored a wretch should not show a single 
good trait. He dies from falling through a 
trap on the stage, when he is pretending 
contrition in order to regain his wife, after 
the failure of his scheme for committing 
bigamy, and while he is reviving an old 
flirtation with a dancing-girl. Ina Klos- 
king and Rhoda Gale take the tenderest 
care of him during his illness, and he dies 
content, with a compliment to the two 
women on his lips. It is hardly worth while 
to bring a man of this sort into a novel 
unless he serves a purpose ; and we cannot 
discover that Mr. Severne is either amus- 
ing, interesting, horrifying, or instructive, 
or even a good foil to the other characters, 
Miss Rhoda Gale, 
the American woman who has studied med- 
icine and says “‘com-plete ” and “ di-vorce,” 
is about as far from the mark as Mr. Trol- 
lope’s American senator; the account of 
her difficulties in studying medicine in En- 
gland, which is evidently a residuum from 
much boiling of newspaper articles and oth- 
er items assorted in Mr. Reade’s famous 


as he at present stands. 
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“ ” 


and 
sted by the contrast be- 


indices,” is interesting in its way ; 
something is su 
tween her ardor for science and the seri- 
ousness of Miss Dover and Miss Vizard in 
matters of dress; but Miss Gale and her 
troubles are rather clumsily grafted on to 
Mr. Vizard, again, the reputed 


“ woman-hater,” is only a woman-hater by 


the story. 


courtesy to Mr. Reade, in order to supply 
one more pretext for the book. 
increases the general effect of disjointedness. 


He merely 
This division and distraction of interests, 
together with the poverty of the style and 
a tawdriness in the atmosphere of the whole 
story recalling the aspect of theatres be- 
hind the scenes, deprive A Woman-Hater of 
what we have learned to think Mr. Reade’s 
characteristic charm, — that of clear pur- 
pose, vivid picturing, absorbing plot, and 
the introduction of people who for the time 
being engage our sympathies. 

— The author of Nimport,' now that he 
can read his book all through, must be pain- 
fully aware of its He started 
with amiable and 


deficiences. 
his story, we dare say, 
upright intentions, meaning to be amusing 
at any rate, and to tell a story if he could 
find one; but he wrote the book in the in- 
tervals of business, so that it was difficult to 
keep the connection in his mind, and after 
trying two or three different stories discov- 
had ended that he had for- 
his villain and left out 


ered when he 
the harrow- 
ing scenes which should balance so much 


gotten 


good humor; so he added a hundred pages 
or more, though he was rather tired, from a 
pure sense of duty, and then, as he was afraid 
he might have been too harrowing, after all, 
he worked in some more humor, but not 
with the same spontaneous flow as at first. 
This, we 


thor’s experience, and it results from a 


say, is our conjecture of the au- 
reader’s alternate interest and disappoint- 
ment. The story opens in a fresh and en- 
gaging manner, barring a certain dash of 
hurry which intimates that the author is 
a little afraid his audience will escape be- 
The family 


whose fortunes form the centre of the story 


fore it comes to the best part. 


is introduced and individualized, although 
one of the members, a full-grown man, is 
shuffled out of sight ignominiously when he 
has pronounced a few words, merely for the 
purpose of dying dramatically, after an al- 
most dead silence of three hundred pages. 
The author’s skill in conception and sketch- 
ing of character has tempted him into in- 

1 Wayside Series. Nimport. Boston: Lockwood, 
Brooks, & Co. 1877. 
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venting new persons at every emergency, 
by means of which his book becomes over- 
stocked and he is constantly embarrassed 
by the necessity of overlooking and rather 
impolitely ignoring a good his 
He one of his char- 
acters amusingly by saying that she “had 


many of 
company. describes 
a singular way of beginning a sentence in 
a loud, emphatic tone, and ending it in a 
whisper, owing doubtless to her being un- 
able to hear her own voice, which habit 
gave her conversation a bizarre and some- 
what startling effect.” 


curiously apt as applied to many of 


The description is 
the 
Aunt Bangs, for 
example, comes in with great energy and 


characters in Nimport. 


promises to be leading old lady for a few 
pages, but grows feebler and feebler until 
she is almost smuggled out of the story, 
The author seems to have exhausted his 
Mr. 
Quiddets, again, is carefully dressed for his 


energy in getting her into the book. 
part, but we discover that he has a very in- 
significant part to play, and the other sea- 
side characters, Daphne, Mrs. Hymen, and 
Penthesilea, all come forward in a loud 
voice and end in a whisper. 

The diverse stories in the book betray the 
author into this multiplication of characters. 
He begins with the story of Mrs. Penley’s 
bequest and subsequent lawsuit, and the 
careful introduction of Mr. Holt and of 
Mr. and Mrs. Phipps prepares the reader 
for the general plot of the book, but there 
are so many new stories begun at once that 
when the original one reappears near the 
In- 
deed, the story of Peg’s proceedings with 
Doctor Tazewell, though told incidentally, 
the the 
book, although it is itself embarrassed by 


end of the book, it seems impertinent. 


is really most continuous one in 


a number of sub-sub-plots. Probably it 
the au- 
thor that his book is a chronicle of a family, 
and that real life shows just such a ramifi- 


would be maintained in defense of 


cation of incident and character. It 
at all impossible that such a family should 


8S not 


have lived and have had this experience, 
but then it also had still other experience ; 
there were more people whom it knew, not 
mentioned at all in the book, and each one 
of those people had a story. The author, 
assuming to write the chronicles of a family, 
should have carried his selection further, 
for it is not the reader’s business to disen- 
tangle from the net-work the fortunes of the 
Fonde family, while it is the writer’s busi- 
ness in telling a story to make a consistent 
whole. 
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The faults and excellences of the book 
both lie on the surface, and a lack of skill 
and practic 
prevents the author from producing a very 
clever book. His sense of the amusing is 
keen and well trained; his instinct, too, for 
real differences in character is true and sa- 


» in novel-writing seems all that 


gacious; his good taste is rarely at fault, 
and if he would clearly understand at the 
outsct what the story was which he wished 
to tell, and then stick to that, we are sure 
that he would find abundance of encourage- 
ment from readers. Indeed, the very sub- 
jection of his plot to a few simple and in- 
telligible lines would doubtless do much to- 
ward enabling him to control his charac- 
ters and save them from the peril they are 
now under of running into mere grotesque 
figures. He does not need to exaggerate 
peculiarities, when he is so clever at depict- 
ing common marks of individuality. 

— Mr. Anthony Trollope has taken no- 
tice of his reputation on this side of the 
Atlantic, in 
fused manner, by writing a small novel to 
which he gives the title of The American 
One the dull 


name conferred on the senator, 


a somewhat curious and con- 


Senator.! infers from inso- 
lence of the 
Mr 


to compensate himself for the condescension 


Elias Gotobed, that the author wishes 


of making a bid for American favor by ad- 


ministering a little snub to the audience he 


is seeking, though he has before now in- 


dulged in this nursery-tale sort of nomen- 
clature with less coarseness, by introducing 
such figures as the Spooners of Spoon Hall, 
the Platters of Platter Hall, et al. As to 
the portrayal of the from Mike- 
wa,” it would seem that Mr. Trollope had 
some dim intention of satirizing him, with- 


“ senator 


out the power to carry out that intention. 


Accordingly, 
tobed’s throat, 
: 


he crams cigars into Mr. Go- 
which he represents him as 
simultar makes 
him ask an immense number of questions, 
lets him 


and smoking, 


ously eating 
and go on his way. The scene, of 


course, is in England, and the other people 
lrawn with Mr. Trollope’s 
but 


avoid the query whether 


in the story are 
usual degree of superficial life-likeness ; 
7 


one can raiy 


an author who deals so confidently but un- 


satisfactorily with his American character 
: a : 
is really 


Eng! 


iving us a true picture of the 
types, whom he treats with equal 


rican Senat 
New York: 


A Novel. By AntHo- 
NY TROLLOPE Harper and Brothers. 
1877. 

2 Ancie 


Tibu 


nt Classics for English Readers. 
ind By the 


Catullus, 


Propertius. Rev. JAMES 
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confidence and perhaps equal want of in- 
sight. There are two love-makings carried 
on among the English characters, one of 
which, dealing with the aristocrats of the 
piece, is full of the hard, coarse mercenari- 
ness that Mr. Trollope is especially fond of 
The 


American senator has no necessary connec- 


holding up to the gaze of the world. 


tion with the plot, being introduced merely 
He 


takes up the cause of a scamp who is op- 


as a means of providing interludes. 


posed to fox-hunting, and gets himself into 


trouble and loses money by doing so; and 


finally, at the end of the book, he delivers 
a lecture at Hall, in 
he severely criticises the Eng 


St. James’s which 
lish, but is 
obliged to break it off short for fear of a 
We are left with the general 
impression that he 


disturbance. 
is a good-natured, in- 
trusive person, with a conscientious passion 
Mr. Trollope per- 
haps meant to avail himself of Mr. Goto- 


for expressing himself. 


bed as a means of doling out a bit of satire 
to his own countrymen, also; but in this, 
as in his representation of the senator, he 
is so cautious, or so apathetic, that one can- 
not convict him of any definite purpose. 
His humor and his satire, if they exist, are 
concealed that there 
is small risk of discovery. 


so marvelously well 
It is amusing 
to observe that some critics have been quite 
gravely trying to find out what Mr. Trol- 
lope means in his American Senator, pre- 
cisely as if he really had meant something. 

— The series of Ancient Classics for En- 
glish Readers,? even if the different books 
are not sure to contain the latest results of 
German criticism and have to depend on 
merit, 
If it be 
not presumed that reading them will be the 


translations of various degrees of 


yet seems to be tolerably popular. 


equivalent of what is known as a classical 
education they may be commended to those 
who are curious about the much-quoted 
names of the past, or to those who wish to 
dust 
The first volume of the two last published 


brush the off their former erudition. 
treats of the three poets, Catullus, Tibullus, 
and Propertius, men who have inspired a 
rood deal of writing first and last, and who 
all, though Catullus more than the others, 
have been a stumbling-block to translators, 
What is here written about Catullus is in- 
teresting and scholarly, and the translations 
Davies, M. A., Prebendary of Hereford Cathedral ; 
formerly Scholar of Lincoln College, Oxford. 
Demosthenes. By the Rev. W. J. Bropriss, M. 
A., Late Fellow of St. John’s College, Cambridge 
Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincott & Co. 1877. 
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are good, too, after their kind, but they often 
1 


spe lus never 


t 


The 


not easy to see the similarity between 


ak a language that Catu wrote. 

other poets are briefly treated. It is 

; Ti- 

bullus and Burns, but in general the reader 

will 

The Demosthenes is written down to the 
} 


level of a very moderate intelligence, as if 


not cavil with the editor’s comments. 
} 


Mr. Brodribb were making things plain to 
children; but this sort of writing has its ad- 
n its reward. 


vantages and oft 


Frencu AND German. 


A few months a 
dan’s Le tters were 
The ho 
mort | correspon 


to 


go two volumes of Dou- 
in these columns. 
time that 
dence might yet be 
for 


case those first appearing 


noticed 


was expressed at the 


another 


Ly: 
pubiic 


I 
in 


given the volume 


was promised 
should be sufficiently popular ; now we have 
the third,? filled with letters up to the year 
1860, and the fourth is promised with letters 
after that ds Rev- 


la 
T It is not often that read- 


e and the article on the 
olutions of Taste. 
ers are thus generously rewarded for liking 
what is good. It is not necessary to repeat 
what was said here so recently about Dou- 
dan’s life. It is as a letter-writer that he 
will be known to posterity and to all of his 
contemporaries save his personal friends, 
That he 


clear from the charm of his correspondence 


might have been more famous is 


what prevented him was the delicacy of his 
is mind. It 
third volume that we find more frequent 
to health, 


every page are signs of his ex- 


body as well as that of h is in 
this 


allusions his uncertain bodily 
while on 
sensitiveness to od or 
After all, the letter-writ- 
fame. A wit 


may have a reputation among his acequaint- 


trem¢ all that was gx 
bad in literature. 
er runs no bad chance for 
ance, but after he is dead all his jokes will 
be fathered on Sydney Smith and Lamb, 
while the shelf on which letter-writers stand 
i There of 


», countless volumes of correspondence 


is comparatively unfilled. are, 
cours 
which can be looked through by those who 
care to learn facts about this or that man, 
but the letters which we read for their own 
sake are few indeed. Often, too, we per- 
ceive that a writer felt as if posterity were 
looking over his shoulder while he wrote, 
This 

' All books mentioned under this head are to be 
had at Schoenhof and Moeller’s, 40 Winter St., Bos- 
ton, Mass. 

2 Mélanges et Lettres de X. Doudan 


and he lost his artlessness at once. 


Avec une 
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being a fatal fault with letters, it 

see that simplicity must be 
What 

raphies, novels, poems, and letters is 

chance to find out the heart of 

the nearer letters get to showing the 


is easy to 
their most 
tractive quality. we like in biog- 
the 
and 
man 
as he was, the closer their resemblance to 
his talk, the better they are. 


versation 


A man’s con- 


soon becomes a thing of as re- 


mote fame as the voice of an opera singer 


of the last generation; only a few live in 
their letters as t were known to their 


1eV 


} 
friends, for Dr. Johnson’s solemn epistles 


show, when compared with the record of his 
talk, that it is not every man who breathes 
freely with a pen in his hand. H 

that lette 


whole 


rs are so much read ar 
are 
hard to 
every letter for forty or fifty years with 
eye to its future publi 
hard to h 


tobiography, or 


so thoroughly trusted, 


imagine that a man has written 
vy) an 
cation, while it is 
connie i 


biogray 


ene in an au- 


’ any y; for that 
matter. 


Thi 


brings, 


Letters 


of Doudan’ 
to our knowl 


new v< | ume 


of course, > but few 
new facts about him, yet every\ > are to 
be found new turns of his delig 


his delicate judgment, and 


humor, 


Wis- 
are no signs editors 


dom. 
had exhausted stores by tn first SC- 


lection, leaving unprinted only dull letters 


without any quality to commend thé 
the 
literary charm, without wit and 
of the world 


out being himself. 


m to 


reader. Doudan never wrote without 


knowledge 
and of books, in sh rt, with- 
Mere description of the 


to call 


merits of these letters is incompetent 
t they re ally 


up any definite notion of wh: 


are: a few extracts will do this more satis- 
factorily. 

This, for instance, is what he says of let- 
the ple 
compara- 


tively untrammeled freedom of the thought, 


ter-writing : “ A good part of usure 


of writing letters consists in the 
in the pleasure of saying whatever comes 
into one’s head at the moment, in the play 
impressions. 


do 


of the pen amid all kinds of 
Those people whose discourse is too wise 
not know the charm of this adventuresome 
life. One gets out of the way of walking on 
these little by-paths, and yet one grows tired 
Hence there 
ness with which one complains about the 


of the highway. is this sad- 
necessity and difficulty of writing letters.” 
D' HAUSSONVILLE, et 
CUVILLIER FLEURY. 


1877 


LE COMTE 
DeSacy, 


Introduction par M 
des Notices par MM. 
Tome Ill. 


Paris : Calmann Lévy. 





Recent Literature. 


Here is something from a letter to Paul de 
3roglie, who was away on a long voyage in 
a man-of-war: 
Dante in all 

files @ 


paniment for the Tuscan language, but I 


“ Have you begun to read 
the clatter of 
That is an inappropriate accom- 


hammers and 


think poetry should make its entrance every- 
where. I what 
pression Dante’s singular imagination will 


am curious to know im- 


make upon you. Suddenly, amid the vio- 
lence of 
flashes of Virgilian imagination, like those 


a partisan, there are charming 


pretty flowers that twine about the crevices 
I beg 


of you to make a note upon your copy of 


of the ruined ramparts of a fortress. 


the passages that strike you, for the compo- 
sition is so strange that it is sometimes at 
I the Inferno that 


bottom of there 
found the melancholy, poetical 


the very 
are to be 


memories of Florence, or some view, like 
those of Claude Lorraine, of Lucca or of 


Venice. I 
f ] 


as a mine of 


in recommend the Paradiso to 
you fty ideas about the great 
questions of theology and religious philoso- 
the idea of com- 
of Milton in 


In both they resemble waves of 


at times had 


phy. Ihave 
paring them with those Para- 


Lost 


eastern 


dise 
light tering through the dusty 
panes of the Sorbonne. On the margin of 
Thomas, Dante’s 


questions would seem like those beautiful 


St. lines on theological 


f the manuscripts of the Mid- 
dle Ages which are to be found scattered 
through the huge liturgies and psalteries. 
But who re the books he takes on a 
him? The imagination makes 
the preparations fe 
rent of business, the interruptions that oc- 


illuminations « 


] 
dS ail 


journey wi 
r departure, and the cur- 
cur, carry off with them the uncut volumes 
of Dante, N 
ready something to have promised to look 
at them; it seed of the ideal 
which slumbers, and can slumber a long 


»wton, and Pascal; but it is al- 


time without fertilizing 


losing its power. 


We preserve the love of letters without hay- 


ing the time to read, and that is the main 
thing.” 

This is from a letter to Madame d’Hans- 
sonville, who was at the time journeying in 
“ After all, you must not expect 
It is the 
Northern people who are poets nowadays, 
if there are be well 
clad, well fed, free, and in good health to be 
able to sing melancholy songs at the sight 
of ruins; 


Greece : 
to meet many poets on your way. 
One 


any poets. must 


and then, in our time at least, 
not only is no one a prophet in his own 
country, but no one is a poet in his own 
country. When one sees on the slope of a 
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mountain the smoke rising from the roof of 
a hut against the evening sky, as soon as 
one can say, ‘ There’s my grandmother 
lighting a few fagots to make some soup,’ 
there is almost no more poetry, at least poe 
Those 
must be almost unknown places where one 


try as we nowadays understand it. 


dreams of inhabitants in harmony with the 
beauty of nature. Every time the door of a 
house in the valley of Lacedamon is opened 
you will expect to see a daughter of Helen 
come out, but your guide knows beforehand 
that it is the house of his cousin Eleuthera, 
whom he did not want to marry because 
she was too ugly. So, gradually, in the 
course of time, the country acquires some- 
thing 


g from the people, and since, on the 
whole, the people have not the indestruct- 
ible brilliancy of nature, the spirit of the 
place becomes prosaic by reflection from the 
inhabitants. You will answer that in spite 
of this there is such a thing as home-sick- 
ness, but some other day I will try to ree- 
oncile this contradiction.” 

Here are some remarks which contain a 
good deal of truth. Speaking of M. Cousin’s 
“T do not have 


much confidence in the ability ol 


remarks on art, he said: 
metaphy- 
When 

Fu- 
gitive and unfinished outlines in the great 


sicians to treat of questions of art. 
they speak vaguely, it is all very well 


a certain 
That is why you are tempted to con- 
of his 
Jeautiful, I would not have 
given Kant my pet dog to paint. A pas- 
for the call forth 
beautiful forms. Metaphysicians may dream 


field of the infinite always have 
air. 
sider Plato a great artist. In spite 
treatise on the 
sion abstract does not 
but it is not from 
their hands that there will ever issue the 
Venus of Milo, or Raphael’s Virgin with 
her red bodice and her blonde 
the ripe corn of an Italian field. They say 
that but I 
don’t think that Verres would have put 
them in Don’t think that 
any one will steal your ideas. No one steals 


happily of a great artist, 


hair amid 


Socrates made some statues, 


his collection. 


another's ideas any more than another’s 


face. Every one’s thoughts are the reflec- 
tion of the eternal light on the particular 
faculties of the particular mirror which is 
If we were 
faithful to this light instead of repeating 
what we heard said about us, we should be 
more frequently original. After all, I ac- 
knowledge that there are some poor wretch- 
es whose mirror is dull and tarnished.” 
Doudan wrote, in 1853, concerning the 
empire: “Ido not see that we differ very 


the intelligence of each one. 
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much from the age of Augustus. Paris is 
becoming a city of marble, like Rome, and 
all the men of talent have infinite leisure 
which permits them, like Cicero, to philos- 
ophize about the past, without having the 


take 


concern themselves about 


or to 
the future. On 
five o’clock, Sunday after- 


right to part in the present 
reaching 

more handsome carriages com- 
in there 
the 
ere Livia drove out 
better 


m the Champs Elysées th 
been on the avenues of 
Martius, — w 


le family,— and much 


iages, far superior in smoothness 


It is very sure, too, that in 


at Rome there was never 


as there is done 


business done 


thing is managed on a larger 


Lys, just as ( is a much 


’ ryenne 
le islands in 

ruler used 

» persons who did 

his principles in the matter of 
To speak of more s¢ rious 
can to waver in those times. 
iys used to carry 
a-calf as a 


but that was a 


ive only proper contempt for athe- 


otestants, Fourierites, and philoso- 
of literary criticism. 
recommending Goethe’s Ital- 


and add- 


a correspondent, 
Goethe’s imagination 

1e same 

In his 
ividuality, 


} 


about journeys 


eanwhile I am reading 

single nail has 
out in Italy for a 
m to he: 
» have seen Portici, 
Florence. I 


from experience t 


r every- 


ome, Naples, and 
, ’ 

iat mens 
thought 
nature, 


] 
n renewed, but I 


onuments, and 


even 
the same letter is to be 


found this passage: “I wanted to write for 
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your service at the time of elections an Art 
of Flattering Voters. As a general rule, in 
spite of whatever may be said, you must 
talk coal to the miller, and flour to the coal 
man. It flatters the miller that you should 
talk coal to him If you throw, all at once, 
his flour at his head, he sees that you are 
flattering him, and that you do not appre- 
the Second 
first, 
vbout your business and 


ciate breadth of his 


rule, 


mind 


which is a consequence of the 


spe ik to the voters ¢ 


your feelings, and not about their business 
and their feelings. It is not a very digni- 
Tell 


fied process, but it is very efficacious. 
them Al 


hard to put up with him. 


ert is a rood bov > of else, 


My aunt is very 


rich or very poor. We spend more than our 


income, less than our income. I like blue; 


, 


my husband likes red, ete That is the 


way to gain hearts; but togo ina soft, hyp- 
ocritical way ‘ Good- 


and say to a coalman: 
day, Mr. Coal saler ! 
Does your d: ter » the 


Is your wife well ? 
Tuileries ? 
Do you know how to read? Do you know 
to church ?’ 


and 


he yw 


Such « 


to write Do you go 


ondescension annoys enrages 


them. 
Those 
terest in J. J. Ampere will 


see t Doudan |} 


who have at any time felt an in- 
pe rl 
is to say of him. 


aps like to 
Un- 
is this record : 
“We found here M. Ampere, with his vol- 
caniec energy and his He 


talks with « erybody about everything; he 


der date of October 2, 1856, 


gentle ways 


works twenty-four hours a day, and chats, 
hours a day, without 

The 
you an 


rence which 


too, for twenty 
counting the takes ne. 
ou know cannot 
of this vitality of intelli 


applies its¢ 


clever people y 
1 a 
To another 
correspondent : “IT found M. Am- 
fish ! 


pére here, as lively as a 
a pleasant day. He does 


ten 
time, and finishes them well; 


and seems to be doing not} 


1 
aay 


for he shares every walk and every talk, 

i , like an officer in a country 
town, and reads novels like a silly girl. 
I have never seen such activity, and all this 
st amiable gent! 


on a basis of m« eness and 


8¢ renity - 

This is but a small part of the 
of the book, which lovers of the best litera- 
ture will not fail to read. 


richness 














